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MONIMIA fo PHlLOCLES: 


An EPIs TIE from a Lady in France, to Mr. 
L——, a Gentleman at London, who had de- 
bauched her. 


W%SIZEXKINCE Language never can deſcribe, 


3 2 Ws 4 


10 8 my Pain, 8 
How can I hope to move when I 
KERK complain ? 


4 


Let ſuch is Woman's Frenzy in Diſtreſs, 
We love to plead, tho' hopeleſs of Redreſs. 
Perhaps, affecting Ignorance, you'll ſay, 
From whence theſe Lines? Whoſe Meſſage to 


& convey 2"! | 


Vol. II, B Mock 
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2 MoNIMuITIA t PRILOoerxs. 


Mock not my Grief with that cold feign'd De- 
mand, 

Too well you know the wretched Writer's Hand. 

But if you force me to avow my Shame, 

Behold them prefac'd with Menimia's Name. 

Loſt to the World, abandon'd and forlorn, 
Expos'd to Infamy, Reproach and Scorn, 

To Mirth and Comfort loſt, and all for you, 
Yet loſt perhaps to your Remembrance too, 
How hard my Lot ! what Refuge can I try, 
Weary of Life, and yet afraid to die! 
Of Hope, the Wretch's laſt Reſort, bereft, 
By Friends, by Kindred, by my Lover left, 

O frail Dependance of confiding Fools 
On Lovers Oaths, or Friendſhip's ſacred Rules ! 

How weak in modern Hearts! - too late I find 
Monimia's loſt, and PriLoCLEs unkind. 

To theſe Reflections, each ſlow-wearing Day, 
And each revolving Night, a conſtant Prey, 
Think what I ſuffer, nor ungentle hear 

What Madneſs dictates in this fond Deſpair, 
Grudge not this ſhort relief, too faſt it flies, 
Nor chide that Weakneſs I myſelf deſpiſe. 

One Moment ſure at leaſt may be her Due, 
Who facrific'd her all of Life for you. 

Without a Frown this farewell then receive, 1 
For 'tis the /a/? my hopeleſs Love ſhall give: 4 
Nor this I would, if Reaſon could command ; PL 
But what Reſtriction reins a Lover's Hand ? 


Nor 1 
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Nor Prudence, Shame, nor Pride, nor Int'reſt 
{ways 3 

The Hand implicitly the Heart obeys. 

Too well this Maxim has my Conduct ſhown, 

Too well that Conduct to the World is known. 
Oft have I writ, as often to the Flame 

Condemn'd the After-Witneſs of my Shame. 

Oft in my cooler, recollected Thought, 

Thy Beauty and thy Fondneſs half forgot, 

(How ſhort theſe Intervals of Reaſon's Aid) 

Thus to myſelf in Anguiſh, have I faid : 

« Thyvain Remonſtrance, fooliſh Maid, giveo'er ; 

„ Who acts the wrong, can ne'er that wrong 

c deplore !” 

Then ſanguine Hopes again deluſive reign, 

I form thee melting, as J tell my Pain, 

If not of rock, thy flinty Heart be made, 

Nor Tygers nurs'd thee in ſome deſart Shade, 

Let me at leaſt thy cold Compaſſion prove; 

A lender Suſtenance for greedy Love 

Tho? no return my warmer Wiſhes find, 

Be to the Mretch, tho* not the Miſtreſs, kind; 

Nor, whilſt I count my melancholy ſtate, 

Forget t'was love and thee that wrought my Fate, 
Without Reſtraint habituated to range 


The Paths of Pleaſure, can I bear this change ? 
' Doom'd from the World unwilling to retire, 
In Bloom of Life, and warm with young deſire; 3 : 
In lieu of Roofs with regal Splendor gay, 
> Condemn'd in diſtant Wilds to drag the Day, 
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Where Beaſts of Prey maintain their ſavage Court, 
And human Brutes (the worſt of Brutes) reſort ? 
Yes, yes this Change I can unſighing ſee, 
For none I mourn but what I find in thee, 
There center all my Woes— thy Heart eſtrang'd, 
I weep my Lover, not my Fortune chang'd. 
Bleſt with thy Preſence I could Courts forget, 
Nor ſtatelieſt Palaces in Huts regret. 
But exil'd thence ſuperfluous is the reſt, 
Each Place the ſame, my Hell is in my Breaſt ; 
To Pleaſures dead, and living but to Pain, 
My only Senſe to ſuffer and complain. 

As all my Wrongs diſtreſs ful I repeat, 
Say, can thy Pulſe in equal Cadence beat ? 
Can'ſt thou live pleas'd? is Conſcience mute 

within ? 
That upright Delegate for ſecret Sin ! 
Is nature ſo extinguiſh'd in thy Heart, | 
That not one Spark remains to ſpeak my Smart ? 
Not one repenting Sob ? one tender Sigh ? 
Thy Breaſt unruf'd, and unwet thine Eye? 
Thou cold Betrayer | temperate in Il], 
Thou nor Remorſe, nor Thought humane can'ſt 
feel. 

Nature has form'd thee of the rougher Kind, 
And Education more debas'd thy Mind; 
Born in an Age when Fraud and Guilt prevail, 


When Juſtice ſleeps, and Int'reſt holds the Scale. 


Thy looſe Companions, a licentious Crew, 
Moſt to cach other, all to us untrue ; 


Whom 
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Whom Chance or Habit joyn, but rarely Choice, 
Not leagu'd in Friendſhip, but in ſocial Vice; 
Who, indigent of Merit as of Shame, 
Avow the Crimes which others bluſh to name; 
By Right or Wrong diſdaining to be moy'd, 
Unprincipl'd, unloving and unlov'd, 
The Fair who truſts their proſtituted V ows, 
If not their Falſhoods, yet their Boaſts expole. 
Nor knows the wiſeſt to eſcape the Harm; 
Ev'herwhoſePradence ſpurnotetnkl Charm, 
They know to ſlander, tho' they fail to warm. 
They make her languiſh in fictitious Flame, 3 
Affix ſome ſpecious Scandal to her Name, 
And, baM'd by herV irtue,triumpho'erherFame. J 
Theſe were the Leaders of the blinded Youth, 
Theſe vile Seducers laugh'd thee out of Truth, 
Whoſe ſcurril Mirth all folemn Ties prophane, 
Or Friendſhip's Band, or Hymen's ſacred Chain: 
Morality as Weakneſs they upbraid, 
Nor ev'n revere Religion's hallow'd head; 
Alike they ſpurn divine and human Laws, 
And treat the Honeſt, like the Chriſtian cauſe. 
Curſe on that Tongue, whole vile pernicious art 
Delights the Ear, but to corrupt the Heart; 
That takes Advantage of the chearful Hour, 
When weaken'd Virtue bends to Nature's Pow'r; 
And would that Goddeſs in the Soul debaſe, 
To ſubſtitute Diſhonour in her Place! 
With ſuch you loſe the Day in falſe Delight, 
In lewd Debauch you revel out the Night, 


1 O 
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O commerce fatal to Monimia's Peace 
Unarm'd you liſten, weakly truſt to theſe ; 
Sophiſtic Arguments for Proofs admit, 
And wander dazzI'd by the Glare of Wit. 
Wit that on Illa ſpecious Luſtre throws, 
And in falſe Colours ev'ry Object ſhows. 
That gilds the wrong, depreciating the Right, 
And hurts the Judgment, while it feaſts the 
Sight. 
So in a priſm to the cheated Eye, 
Each worthleſs Trifle takes a Rainbow's Dye; 
With borrow'd Charms the gaudy Proſpect glows, 
But Truth revers'd the faithleſs Mirror ſhows ; 
Inverted Scenes in bright Confuſion lie, 
The Lawns impending o'er the nether Sky, 
No juſt, no real Images we meet, 
But all the ſhining Viſions is Deceit. 
Oft I revolve in my diſtracted Mind 
Each Word, each Look, that {poke my Charmer 
kind. 

But O ! how dear their Memory I pay! 
What Pleaſures paſt can preſent Cares allay ? 
Of all I lov'd for ever diſpoſſeſt, 
Ah! what avails to think I once was bleſt! 
Hard Diſpoſition of unequal Fate, 
Mix'd are our Joys, and tranſient is their Date! 
Nor can RefleCtion bring their Taſte again, 
Yet gives an After- ſting to every Pain! 
Thy fatal Letters ( O immoral Youth) 
T hoſe perjur'd Pledges of fictitious Truth, 

| Dear 
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Dear as they were no ſecond Joy afford. 

My cred'lous Heart once leap'd at every Word, 

My glowing Boſom throb'd with thick-heav'd 

Sighs, 

And Floods of Rapture ruſh'd into my Eyes ; 

When now repeated (for thy Theft was vain, 

Each treaſur'd Syllable my Thoughts retain) 

Far other Paſſions rule, and diff rent care, 

My Tears are Grief, my Tranſport is Deſpair. 
Why doſt thou mock all Ties of conſtant 

Love? 

But half its Joys the Faithleſs ever prove; 

They only taſte the Pleaſures they receive, 

But ſure the nobleſt is in thoſe we give ; 

Acceptance is the Heav'n that Mortals know, 

But *tis the Joy of Angels to beſtow. 

O | imitate (my Love) that Taſk divine, 

Be thou that Angel, and that Heav'n be mine. 
Yet, yet, relent, yet intercept my Fate! 

— Alas, I rave, and ſue for new Deceit. 

As ſoon the Dead ſhall from the Grave return, 

As Love extinguiſh'd with new Ardour burn. 

O!] that I dar'd to act a Roman Part, 

And ſtab thy Image in this faithful Heart, 

Where riveted to Life ſecure you reign, 

A cruel Inmate, Uſher of my Pain. 

But Coward-like irreſolute I wait 

Time's tardy Aid, nor dare to ruſh on Fate; 

Perhaps may linger out Life's lateſt Stage, 

Survive thy Cruelties, and fall by Age, 
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No— Grief ſhall ſwell my Sails, and ſpeed meo'er 
(Deſpair my Pilot) to that long*d-for Shore, 
Where I can truſt, and thou betray no more, 
Might I but once again behold thoſe Charms, 
Might I but breathe my laſt in thoſe dear Arms, 
On that lov'd Face but fix my cloſing Eye, 
Permitted where I might not live to die, 
Relenting Fate I would accuſe no more — 
But Fate has no ſuch Happineſs in ſtore — 
*Tis paſt—'tis done—whatGleam of Hope behind 
When I can ne'er be falſe, nor thou be kind ? — 
Why then this Care? 'tis weak—'tis vain—fare- 
well ! | 


At that laſt Word what Agonies I feel! 


El can no more! the Soul and Body part 


Wich lighter Pain when will this break my Heart? 
— l faint —I die — remember I was true, 
Tis all I aſk—— eternally adieu. 


The FATAL INqQuisITOR. 
4 TALE. 
Py J — 


H O' Doron the Bed where Miro lay, 
He flept not to the Dawn of Day. 
And who cou'd hope a Moment's reſt, 


While Thoughts like theſe perplex the Breaſt ? 
„ Know- 


The FATAL IN GUIs IToR. 9 


cc Knowledge conceal'd beyond the Sky, 
c Ah! what can dim-ey'd Man deſcry ? 
« Life's good, or ill, till felt, unknown; 
c To-morrow's is to-morrow's own | 
« My mortal Hour the next may be, — 
& Or heav'n may hoary Age decree, 
«© My Moments paſs, when paſt I know, 
&« If fraught with Happineſs, or Woe. 
& The tardy Knowledge comes too late, 
&« And unprepar'd we meet our Fate. 
« Ah! why, if Heav'n is wiſe and kind, 
4 Thus hood-wink'd Man's immortal Mind? 
& Why Preſcience jealouſly denied, 
« Of Life alone the Guard and Guide ? 
&« Man born to Woe, as Sparks aſcend, 
&« The Means of Bliſs Heav'n will not lend. 
Here Slumber ſeal'd his weary'd Eyes; 
A Dream enſu'd, to make him wiſe. | 
(But all her Sons, like Eve, ſhall know, 
Knowledge that Heav'n forbids, is Woe |!) 
An Angel thus beſpoke him.“ Friend! 
« I come at once thy Doubts to end: 
“ Full to thy View I'll make appear 
The Fate of thy enſuing Year.” 
He ceas'd; and from the Doubter's Eyes 
Fell Scales—a Scene began to riſe— 
One raving in a Fever lay 
Shriek'd—and expir'd !— turn'd cold as Clay. 
Another, worn to Skin and Bone, 
Deep, and more deep ! fetch'd many a Groan. 
B 5 And 
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And now, the Shadow gaſp'd for Breath 

And now, was agoniz'd, in Death !—— 

„ Who's ſhe, that Fever robb'd of Life ?— 

The Angel anſwer'd „“ Twas your Wife.“ 

„ The Man, Conſumption ended, who ?—" 

Again the Angel anſwer'd, “ You!” | 

That dreadful Word like Thunder broke ; 

The Dreamer ſtartled — and awoke, — 

© What can this ſhocking Dream portend !— 

K Two Deaths before the Year ſhall end! 

& Mira's the firſt !—Nor hers alone, 

« As much it aſcertain'd my own |! 

« Your Wife | — And you! This tingling Ear 

Still rings, as were the Angel here — 

4 But what's a Dream ?— Nay ſome rehearſe 

ce It juſt denotes its own Reverſe 

&© Of mine ſhall I preſume the ſame ?— 

« Impoſlible ! from Heav'n it came! 

« Came to correct this wrangling Heart ; 

« And what but Truth can Heav'n impart ? 

« Muſt I then die? ls Death ſo near? 

&« Good Heav'n! accept this guſhing Tear! 

« To every Crime thy Grace extend, 

&« And let that Death my Sorrows end! 

« But how to break it to my Farr / 

« For the dread Secret ſhe mult ſhare, 

„ Warn'd ſhe'll prepare herſelf to die! 

&« And ſhine a brighter Saint on high.” | 
The Dream was told— How ſtruck the Dame ! 

High bounds her Pulſe ! Her Blood's on Flame ! 

See 
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See her in Bed! She pants ! — She turns! 

She raves Ho fell the Fever burns! 

She's gone! And when her Heart-ſtrings broke, 
Miro felt more than half the Stroke. — 

By Fore-thought of that dreadful Day, 

How much was Miro worn away! 

But quite to loſe ſo fond a Wife, 

It ſhrunk him to a Shade of Life. 

Ev'n Hope, the Waſter's * conſtant Friend, 
That ſcarce deſerts him at his End, 

Hape flies this Piner's Heart — nor dare 

That Heart importune Heav'n to ſpare — 

But certain, that his inſtant Doom's decreed, 
He meets grim Death half-way, and dies indeed. 


. 


Man at his Peril thro' the future pries; 

What beſt were hid, Heav'n hides from human 
Eyes. | 

Hence, there are Seaſons to be purely gay ; 

And ev'n Misfortunes have their proper Day. 

Hence Hope, that helps Life's heavieſt loads to 
bear ; 

Hence all the humble confidence of Prayer. 


Hence Re/ignation calms the pious Breaſt, 
And all that Heay'n permits, Man conſtrues beft, 


It is obſery'd of conſumptive People that they hope to recover 
eren to the very laſt, 


The 


612) 


The POWER of INNOCENCE, 


4 TALE 
S8 Gon Hemememm 


Northern Pair, we wave the Name, 
Rich, young, and not unknown to Fame, 

When firſt the nuptial State they try'd, | 
With Poet's Gods in Pleaſure vy'd. 
New to the mighty Charm, they fee] 
A Toy that all their Looks reveal. 
We love whate'er has Pow'r to pleaſe, 
So Nature's antient Law decrees ; 
And thus the Pair, while each had Pow'r 
To bleſs the fond, ſequeſter'd Hour, 
With mutual Love enraptur'd glow, 
And Love in kind Complacence ſhow. 

But when familiar Charms no more 
Inſpire the Bliſs they gave before, 
Each leſs delighting, leſs was lov'd, 
Now this, now that was difapprov'd ; 
Some trifling Fault, which Love conceal'd, 
TandifF rence ev'ry Day reveal'd. 
Complacence flies, Neglect ſucceeds, 
Neglect, Diſdain and Hatred breeds. 
The wiſh 1 pleaſe forſakes the Breaſt, 
The With to rule has each poſſeſs'd. 
Perpetual War, that Wiſh to gain, 
They wage alas! but wage in vain, 


Now 


p 
\ 
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Now hope of Conqueſt ſwells the Heart 

No more—at length content to part. 
The rural Seat, that Sylvan ſhade, 

Where firſt the nuptial Vows were paid ; 

That Seat atteſts the dire Intent, 

And hears the parting Settlement. 

This Houſe, theſe Fields, my Lady's own, 

Sir Jahn muſt ride to Town alone. 

The Chariot waits — they bid adieu ; 

But ſtill the Chariot waits in view. 

Tom tires with waiting long in doubt, 

And lights a Pipe—and ſmokes it out — 

Myſterious ! wherefore this Delay ? 

The Sequel ſhall the Cauſe diſplay, 

One lovely Girl the Lady bore, 

Dear Pledge of Joys ſhe taſtes no more 

The Father's, Mother's Darling, ſhe, 

Now liſp'd and prattled at their Knee. 

Sir Jahn, now riſing to depart, 

Turn'd to the Darling of his Heart, 

And cry'd, with Ardour in his Eye, 

«© Come, Beth, bid Mamma Good bye.“ 


The Lady trembling, wer d No — 


Go kiſs Papa, my Beth, go.” 
Sir Fohn, the Child ſhall live with me 
The Child herſelf ſhall chuſe, ſaid he. 
Poor Betſy look'd at each by Turns, 
And each the ſtarting Tears diſcerns, 
My Lady aſks, with Doubt and Fear, 
Will you not live with me, my Dear? 
Yes, 


Yes, half reſolv'd, reply'd the Child, 

And, half ſuppreſs'd her Tears, ſhe ſmN'd. 

« Come, Betſy, cry'd Sir John, you'll 

&« And live with dear Papa, I know.“ 

Yes Betſy cry'd — The Lady then 

Addreſs'd the wondring Child agen. 

© The Time to live with both is o'er, 

© This Day we part to meet no more: 

© Chuſe then” — here Grief o'erflow'd her Breaſt ; 

And Tears burſt out, too long ſuppreſt. 

The Child, who Tears and Chiding join'd, 

Suppos'd Papa, diſpleas'd, unkind ; 

And try'd, with all her little Skill, 

To ſooth his oft relenting will. 

Do, cry'd the Liſper, Pappy ! do 

Love dear Mamma] Mamma loves you ! 
Subdu'd the Force of manly Pride, 

No more his Looks his Heart belied ; 

The tender Tranſport forc'd its Way ; 

They both confeſs'd each other's Sway ; 

And prompted by the ſocial Smart, 

Breaſt ruſh'd to Breaſt, and Heart to Heart, 

Each claſp'd their Betſy, o'er and o'er, 


And Tom drove empty from the Door. 


You that have Paſſions for a Tear, 
Give nature Vent, and drop it here ! 


( 15) 


On the Death of a SISTER, 1757. 
3111... . 


Ppreſs'd with Grief, thus wand'ring in the 
Shade, ; 
Midſt dreary Tombs I ſeek the Moonlight Glade, 
And gladly hiding from the Glare of Day, 
Through untrod Paths purſue my devious Way ; 
Yet here ten thouſand dear Ideas riſe, 
Ruſh forth unbidden, and my Soul ſurprize— 
Ah! hold! — what heav'nly Form beneath 
yon Trees 
Plays in my Eye, and wantons in the Breeze ? 
"Tis ſhe ! *tis ſhe ! my Siſter, and my Friend, 
Whom now with mournful Rites I haſte to tend, 
And o'er her Tomb in penſive Strains relate 
Our early Loves, and her too early Fate. 
Our Friendſhip (ſuch as none was e'er more 


true) | 
From Infant Years to full Perfection grew: 


Pair'd like the conſtant Turtles of the Woods, 

Or mingling Currents of united Floods, 

Our Souls together breath'd, our Hearts were 
one, | 

Nor did we differ but in Sex alone. 

Platonic Love no greater Heights could ſoar, 

Than that pure Paſſion which our Boſoms bore. 

Each more to each than glitt'ring Gold to Pride, 

Or youthful Bridegroom to his lovely Bride, 

When 
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When cruel Death with dread tyrannic Haſte, 

Snatch'd the dear Girl, and laid her Beauties 
Waſte. 

Thus from my Eyes ſhe's torn ; but from my 
Heart 

Her dear lov'd Image never will depart ; 

All Day ſhe's preſent to my mental Sight, 

And ever forms the airy Dreams of Night. 

If through the rural Shades at Eve I rove, 

Her Image riſes in the gloomy Grove, 

Flits by the Margin of the rowling Flood, 

Or meets me wan'dring in the lonely Wood, 

If to my Chamber penſive I retire, 

There fleeting Viſions graver Thoughts inſpire : 

O'er mould'ring Tombs, unſeen, methinks I 
walk, 

And hear the Ghoſts in hallow'd Accents talk ; 

Pale Spectres glare, Groans murmur all around, 

And hollow Vaults return the doleful Sound. 

E'en now (while thus I fill the lengthen'd 

Page 

With mournful Lays, my Sorrows to aſſwage) 

E'en now, methinks, this friendly call I hear— 

„Come, Brother, come! for Reſt is only here: 

« ?T is here our Veſſels all put in at laſt, 

Secure from Life's rough Storm, and furious 
© Blaſt, 

The Weary here in Peace their Eyelids cloſe; 

« Here the Diſtreſs'd are freed from humanW oes, 

And find at laſt an unalarm'd Repoſe. 


« Come 
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“ Come, Brother come! oh! quickly come away ! 

Let no vain Terrors form a late Delay. 

Let pure Religion all thy Thoughts employ, 

« She, holy Maid ! will each vain Fear deſtroy : 

« Through all thy Life with ſoothing Care 
« attend, 

& And when thy Soul draws near its deftin'd End, 

« Vanquiſh'd by her, Death's Stings ſhall flee 
© away 

& Like Night's black Shadows at th' Approach 
of Day.” | 

Thou lov'd, thou friendly, dear lamented Shade, 

Within my Breaſt thy pious Leſſon's laid. | 

Oh ! aid my Soul to keep in Virtue's Way, 

And ever-preſent, teach me to obey. 

Whether thy free unbodied Spirit roves 

By living Streams, or Amaranthine Groves; 

Whether beyond the Reach of mortal Eye, 

Beyond the Sun-pav'd Circuit of the Sky, 

Midſt Throngs of proſtrate Seraphs thou doſt lay, 

Diffolv'd in Hymns, and everlaſting Day — 

Where-e'er thou art, thy conſtant Aid beſtow, 

Be {till propitious to thy Friend below ! 

In prompting Viſions teach me how to live ; 

Let me receive, that I may know to give: 

With gen'rous Thoughts my ductile Soul in- 
ſpire, 

And touch my raviſh'd Heart with heav'nly Fire 

Inſtruct me how my every Fault to mend, 

To ſerve my Maker, and to know my End; 


With 
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With ſacred Warmth my feeble Breaſt ſupply, 
And let me learn of thee, to live and die. 
For this, may Angels to thy Grave deſcend, 
And o'er thy Corpſe in heav'nly Choirs attend; 
Whilſt that ſweet * Bird that haunts the ſacred 
dome, | 
In hallow'd Airs, fits warbling o'er thy Tomb 
To chear thy Ghoſt, who at the Cloſe of Day, 
When the Iſles glimmer with the weſtern Ray, 
May come to view where once its Body lay. 
Pardon, thou lovely, much-lamented Fair, 
Theſe Lays with which I ſtrive to grace thy Bier. 
I may, before the Eve's returning Shade, 
Want this laſt Tribute which to thee I've paid; 
But ſhould kind Heav'n preſerve my vital Flame, 
Thou, gentle Maid! ſhalt be my conſtant Theme: 
Of thee I'll ſing by every murm'ring Rill, 
And tell of thee to every vocal Hill. 
Thy Praiſe ſhall ever be my Morning Lay, 
My Song at Noon, and at the Fall of Day ; 
And when the Bus'neſs of this Life is o'er, 
And this poor Heart ſhall bleed for thee no more, 
To my long Home with Rapture ſhall I go, 
Where free from Grief, and every human Wor, 
Heaven's full Joys our kindred Souls ſhall know. 


* The Robin. 


INKLE 
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INKLE and YARICO. 


A: ISS. 


E Virgin Train, an artleſs Dame inſpire, 
Unlearnt in Schools, unbleſt with natal Fire, 
To fave this Story from devouring Fate, 
And the dire Arts of faithleſs Man relate. 
A Youth I ſing, in Face and Shape divine, 
In whom both Art and Nature did combine 
With heavenly Skill to mingle ev'ry Charm, 
As Gods of old did fair Pandora form. 
Stranger to Virtue, this Deceiver held 
The Box of Miſchiefs in his Breaſt conceal'd ; 
His outward Form each female Heart inflam'd ; 
His inward Beauty lurking Av'rice ſtain'd, 
Inſatiate Love of Gold, and Hope of Gain, 
Encourag'd him to cut the yielding Main; 
By Winds, or Waves, or the Decrees of Heav'n, 
His Bark upon a barb'rous Coaſt was driv'n; 
Poſſeſt by Men who Thirſt for human Blood, 
Who live in Caves, or Thickets of the Wood: 
Untaught to Plant (yet Corn and Fruits abound, 
And fragrant Flowers enamel all the Ground.) 
Diſtreſt, he landed on this fatal Shore, 
With ſome Companions, which were ſoon no more, 
'The Savage Race their trembling Fleſh devour, 
Off ring Oblations to th' infernal Pow'r, 


See another Verſion of this Story, in Volume I, Page 1. 
Dread- 
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Dreadfully ſuppliant, human Limbs they tore, 
(Accurſed Rites !) and quaft their ſtreaming Gore. 
Immortal Jove ſtoop'd from his azure Sky, 
Grieving a Form ſo like his own ſhould die 
On the fair youth Mercurial Speed beſtow'd, 
Swifter than Thought he reach'd the ſhady Wood. 
Beneath a nightly Shade he panting lies, 
Screen'd by all-pitying Jove from hoſtile Eyes 


Yet gloomy Sorrows and unmanly Fears 


Swell'd his ſad Breaſt which he bedew'd with 


Tears: | 
When lo ! a Negro Virgin chanc'd to rove 
Thro' the thick Mazes of the nodding Grove, 
Whoſe glitt'ring Shells, and elegant Undreſs, 
With various Plumes, a noble Birth confeſs, 


With reverential Fear, the well- ſhap'd Maid 


Thought him a God, and low Obeiſance paid. 

His Face like poliſh'd Marble did appear ; 

His ſilken Robe, and long curl'd flaxen Hair 

Amaz'd the Nymph ; nor leſs her ſparkling Eyes 

And naked Beauty, did the Youth ſurprize. 

Low at her Feet, in ſuppliant Poſture laid, 

With ſpeaking Eyes, he thus addreit the Maid, 
O let ſoft Pity touch that lovely Breatt ! 

Succour a Man, by various ills oppreſs'd : 

Such finiſh'd Grace does through your Perſon 

ſhine, 


Sure *tis enliven'd by a Soul divine! 


The tender Negro look'd a kind reply 
Thro' Pearls of Pity, dropping from her Eye; 
With 
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With Hands uplifted, did the Gods implore, 


That her relentleſs Countrymen no more 
; Might ſtain their native Land with human Gore. 
He ſeiz'd her Hand, with tender Paſſion preſt, 
While copious Tears both Love and Fear confeſt. 
The pitying Maid view'd him with yielding Eyes, 
And from each Boſom mutual Sighs ariſe, 
His Safety, now, became her only Care, 
A ſecret Cave ſhe knew, and hid him there; 
Adorn'd it with the Spoils of Leopards ſlain, 
Which other Lovers ventur'd Life to gain. 
Through mazy Thickets, and a pathleſs Wood 
She preſt, advent'rous, with delicious Food. 
Daily her Hand a rich Repaſt did bring 
Of ripen'd Fruits, and Waters from the Spring : 
But when declining, near the Cloſe of Day, 
The crimſon Sun ſets weary on the Sea, 
Strait to a ſhady Grove, where Fountains riſe, 
From Woods defended, and inclement Skies, 
Where the wing'd W arblers of the Air conſpire 
From ſeveral Boughs to form a heavenly Quire, 
Adorn'd with fragrant Flow'rs, and Ever-green, 
She leads the Youth (delightful Silvan Scene !) 
Where he, in peaceful Slumbers, takes his Reſt, 
Forgets his Fears, and calms his tim'rous Breaſt. 
In ſoft Repoſe the beauteous Lover lies, 
While Tarico with Care unſeals her Eyes; 
With anxious Fear the matchleſs Maid attends, 
Careful to fave him from her barb'rous Friends. 
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The flowing Curls which o'er his Souldersplay'd 


With artleſs Beauty, pleas'd the negro Maid ; 
She thought her Fingers, when entangled there, 
Like Clouds uncircling Berenice's Hair : 
The graceful Youth confeſſing equal Fire, 
Did her juſt Symmetry of Shape admire. 
Oft would he ſay ; my Yarico, with thee 
(My only Bliſs !) cou'd I my Country ſee, 
If ever I forget my Vows of Love, 
Unbleſt, abandon'd, may I friendleſs rove. 
To thee, alone, I owe the vital Air; 
My Love and Gratitude for ever ſhare. 
I'll Gems provide, and Silks of curious Art, 
With Gifts expreſſive of my grateful Heart: 
Thou in a Houſe by Horſes drawn ſhalt ride, 
With me, thy faithful Lover, by thy Side: 
The female Train ſhall round with Envy gaze, 
Wonder, and ſilent ſigh unwilling Praiſe. 
Pleas'd with his Words, deſiring more to pleaſe, 
She from a craggy Cliff ſurvey'd the Seas; 
A Bark ſhe ſpy'd, and did by Signs implore, 
That they would touch upon the ſandy Shore, — 
With Joy ſhe ran— My Love, make haſte away, 
A Veſſel waits us on the foaming Sea, 
Soon he the Veſſel's lofty Side aſcends, 
And finds them to be Countrymen, and Friends, 
With lovely Tarico, puts off to Sea; 
With equal Joy they plough the watry Way. 
When the fair Vouth, deſparing, calls to Mind 
All Hopes eluded of his Wealth deſign'd; 


Riches 
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Riches the Seat of his Affection ſeize, 
And faithful Yarico no more can pleaſe, 
Unhappy Maid ! to waſting Sorrows born, 
And fated Evils undeſerv'd to mourn. 
This Youth was born too near the Northern 
Pole, 
Which chill'd each Virtue in his frozen Soul: 
But near the Sun, the Nymph her Birth confeſt, 
Where ev'ry Virtue glow'd within her Breaſt. 
Thus Oar lies in the Earth, unfniſh'd, cold; 
But purg'd by Fire, it brightens into Gold, 
Propitious Zephyrs fill their ſwelling Sails; 
They make Barbadoes, bleſt with proſp'rous Gales, 
The Planters thick'ning on the Key appear, 
To purchaſe negroe Slaves, if any there ; 
When the falſe Youth, by curſed Avarice ſway'd, 
Horrid to mention! ſells his faithful Maid, 
Amaz'd and trembling, filently ſhe mourn'd, 
While ſpeaking Tears her radiant Eyes adorn'd. 
Low at his Feet, the lovely Mourner lay ; 
Nor would to Words her ſwelling Heart give way. 
She graſps his Knees, in vain attempts to ſpeak, 
At length her Words in moving Accents break : 
O much lov'd Youth, in tender Pity ſpare 
A helpleſs Maid, my long-try'd Faith revere, 
From you this worſt of human Ills to prove, 
Muſt break a Heart that overflows with Love. 
Break not my Heart, nor drive me to Deſpair, 
Leſt you deface your lovely Image there. 
Ah 
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Ah ! do not with conſummate Woe undo 
A Soul, that Father, Mother, Country, left for 


vou. 


4 What Sorrows muſt my tender Parents mourn, 


By me forſaken, never to return ? 
Transfer'd from them, to you my Love I gave; 


| Unjuſt Return ! to ſell me for a Slave. 


Oh call to mind the ſacred Oaths you've giv'n, 
Remember there are Thunderbolts in Heav'n ! 
But if the ſwelling Sorrows in my Breaſt 

Your Heart of Adamant can ſtill reſiſt, 

Yet let the Infant in my Womb I bear, 

The Blefling taſte of your paternal Care. 


th He thruſt her from him with remorſeleſs Hand, 
| 


For her Condition rais'd his firſt Demand. 
Pleas'd with Succeſs he chearfully returns, 
While hapleſs Yar:co in Bondage mourns. 

j The Merchants all the prudent Youth admire, 
| That could, ſo young, a trading Soul acquire. 


"| An ENTHUSIASM : Occafion'd by walk- 


ing through a Church-yard. 


a IWritien ty a young Gentleman, for an Exerciſe, 
| in the 18th Year of his Age. 


Breeze 
10 fan the darkſome Gloom l no ruffled Wave 


| 
| A! not a Breath of Wind! no gentle 
| Diſturbs 
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Diſturbs his ſilent Port of Life, nor moves 

The ſleeping Calm; a Death-like Silence reigns. 

Thoſe Storms of Wrath, that oft, by Tyrants 
breath'd, 

Have ſhook the trembling World, now die away 

In Whifpers loſt ; the Froth of heighten'd Pride 

Beats on the Rocks, and beats itſelf to nothing. 

The Pomp of Kings, the panegyric Breath 

Of ſoothing Flatterers and menial Crowds; 

The Voice of Slander, the deſtructive Blaſts 

Of Envy ſelf-diſtracting, ſoftly ſeem 

(Like dying Thunders in a diſtant Cloud) 

Gently to vaniſh from th' attentive Ear. 

Death, rigid Death, impartially declares 
That Man is nothing, but an Heap of Duſt, 
Clay- cold, inſenſible. Wipe from thy Cheek, 
O Man, the ſoft, emaſculating Tear, 

For die thou muſt: juſt as by Nature ſtreams 

In ſilver Mazes roll their eaſy Tide, 

A tribute to the Main; thus art thou born 

A ſhort-liv'd Glory, pre- ordain'd to die. 

The Thought of Obſequies, Convulſions, Groans, 
Tiis that diſtracts thy Soul: The Kiſs of Death 
Is ſoft, and harmleſs: Golden Reſt attends it, 
And ſoon diſſolves the fretful Dream of Life. 
Nature's great Law is Death. As riſing Flames 
Seek their congenial Place, and mount to Heav'n, 
Thus haſte we to our End; the Bloom of Y outh 


|  Expels our infant Years, then hoary Age 


Encroaches on the Man, and ſhuts the Scene. 
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Alas ! th' impartial Grave no Diff*rence yields 

Twixt King and Peaſant, Where's the Mo- 
narch now? _ 

Faſt by the Tyrant ſleeps the Tyrant's Slave. 

What Luſtre now attends the Head, that bore 

The regal Crown enchas'd with India's Pearl? 

What MHach'avel, or what Sejanus, here, 

Rules with a Nod, or with a Whiſper kills ? 

What Cheek impurpled with a roſy Bluſh 

Vies with the new-born Glories of the Morn ? 

Ah ! where's Lucinda, and that beauteous Form 

Which boaſted once a Paradiſe of Charms ? 

Alas! ſhe's mingled with the vulgar Dutt, 

Cloſe to what moſt ſhe feared, Deformity ; 

(The Life, Warmth, Softneſs, Fragrance of her 
Beauty 

Diffoly'd and moulder'd into putrid Earth, 

And Worms impure) her once enchanting Voice 

Is vaniſh'd into Air; and Oh ! adieu 

The dear enliv'ning Smile and melting Eye 

That ſtream'd with ſparkling Luſtre, now no more 

Black- rob'd Confiiſion ſhades the gloomy Void 

With Raven- wings, and ſcatters Indiſtinction. 

Ceaſe, Mortal, then to boaſt thy tranſient Charms 

A Prey to Worms; in vain the Glaſs reflects 

A well-proportion'd Harmony of Parts, 

If thou mult rot in Earth, a Corps obſcene. 


Pow'r, Wealth, and Beautyareaſhort-liv'd Truſt; 
Tis Virtue only blofloms in the Duſt. 
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SHALUM and HIL A: Or, The 
ANTEDILUVIAN NoveL. 


By Mr. P RICE. 


FE R that the Flood, with unreſiſted Sway, 


Ruſh'd down from Heav'n, and ſwept 
Mankind away, 


Zilpah (for ſo my Author) liv'd on Earth, 

And from the Loins of Cohu trac'd her Birth, 

Thrice fifty beauteous Daughters ſhe could boaſt; 

But the fair Form of Hilpa pleas'd the moſt : 

And when a Girl of Sev'nty (ſuch her Face, 

So greatly bleſt with ev'ry blooming Grace !) 

A num'rous Train of god-like Youths eſſay'd 

By various Arts to win the matchleſs Maid. 

With theſe, inſpir'd, two Rival-brothers came, 

And each in diff rent Terms avow'd his Flame. 

Harpath, the Elder, ruPd with kingly Pride 

Oer all that Vale which runs by Tirzab's Side: 

Tirzah, high Hill! whoſe lofty Top aſcends 

Where op'ning China to the South extends. 

The neighb'ring Ridges Shalum crown'd with 
Trees, | | 

Of ev'ry Kind, to profit and to pleaſe ; 

And all that Range of Mountains call'd his own, 

Which by the Name of Tirzah ſtill is known. 

Harpath was proud, by ev'ry Paſſion mov'd; 

 Shalum was mild, by God and Man belov'd. 
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Fame ſays, among the Nymphs who liv'd of old, 

Cohbu's fair Daughters valu'd only Gold; 

So that the beauteous Hilpa with Diſdain 

Heard ev'ry Vow, and Shalum ſigh'd in vain. 
Harpath alone the lovely Maid beheld 

With gracious Smiles, for he in Wealth excell'd: 
His ſpreading Flocks and num'rous Oxen ſtray'd 
'Thro' ev'ry Field, and browz'd in ev'ry Shade: 
Copious they cover all the Vale which lies 

Near where the Mountain firſt begins to riſe : 
"The fruitful Vale each flowing Stream receives, 
That from its Sides breaks forth in filver Waves. 

Harpath prevail'd ; for ſcarce the Damſel told 
A hundred Years that ſince her Birth had roll d, 
E'er ſhe confeſs'd what Force is in the Charms 
Of pow'rful Wealth, and yielded to his Arms, 
But he, by Nature inſolently great, 

Look'd down with Scorn on Shalun's humbler Fate, 

Who durſt, preſumptuous, court the matchleſs 
Dame, 

When nought but Rocks and Mountains he 
could claim. 

Shalum enrag'd, and doom'd in Tears to mourn 
The much-lov'd Fair from his Embraces torn, 
Pour'd out his Curſes from his inmoſt Soul, 
And pray'd the largeſt of his Hills might roll 
On his inſulting Brother's haughty Head, 

And in a Moment ſend him to the Dead. 

Cautious and fearful, Harpath choſe to ſtay 
Safe in his Vale, and loiter Life away, 1 

ut 
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But when two circling Centuries were paſt, 

And half the third, the Man breath'd forth his laſt. 
For as he ſought in an unlucky Hour, 

(As who can fly from Death's almighty Pow'r ?) 
To reach a rapid River's fartheſt Side, 

Sudden he ſunk beneath the ſwelling Tide. 

Still to this Day the River bears his Name; 

And what does moſt our Admiration claim, 
Iſſuing it riſes, to the Sight diſplay'd, 

From one of thoſe large Hills, which Shalumpray'd 
Might cruſh his haughty Brother's hated Head, 
And in a Moment ſend him to the Dead. 

Full eight-ſcore Years the beauteous Hilpa told; 
(Far was that Age, in thoſe good Days, from old) 
And only fifty Children ſorrowing ſigh'd 
Around their Mother, when her Harpath dy'd. 
How many a Youth with conſtant Paſſion ſtrove 
To gain her Friendſhip, and deſerve her Love ! 
But none than SHalum, in his Flame ſincere, 
Was thought more likely to obtain the Fair. 
Ten tedious Years at length were ſpent, and now 
Once more he preſt her, and renew'd his Vow : 
Ten tedious Years a Widow liv'd retir'd ; 

For ſo the Cuſtom of the Times requir'd. 

Shalum reſolv'd, and ſtudious to remove 
The chief Objection rais'd againſt his Love, 
Soon as her Hand with Harpat}'s ſhe had join'd, 
Deck'd his tall Hills with Trees of ev'ry Kind. 
He knew the diff rent Nature of each Soil, 

And which wou'd beſt reward and crown his Toil : 
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The valu'd Secret Adam did impart, 

And taught him ev'ry vegetable Art. 

Nor ſerv'd it only to unbend his Mind; 

Profit at length was with his Pleaſure join'd : 
For in few Years his ſhaded Mountains ſtood 
All thick and cover'd with a riſing Wood ; 
While verdant Walks and flow'ry Lawns between, 
With mingling Gardens, beautify'd the Scene: 
The Country round its ſmiling Viſage rear'd, 


And like another Paradiſe appear'd. 


Pleas'd with young Shalum's mild Command, 
the Swains 
In joyful Numbers left th' adjacent Plains: 
High on the Mount with him they choſe to dwell ; 
Somedige*d theT rench,whileothersſunktheWell, 
Or bor'd the Jeſtin'd Tree from Space to Space, 
To ſcatter Water thro' the ſpacious Place. 

Ax:d now the Hills, beneath his righteous Sway, 
Look'd every Year more beautiful and gay : 
Hilpa herſelf with ſilent Wonder ſees 
Eachneighb'ringMountainthick with tufted Trees, 
That awful ſeem'd to threat the diſtant Skies ; 

A glorious Sight to her admiring Eyes ! 
China records a Letter Shalum ſent, 
To tell the widow'd Fair his full Intent : 

Its firſt Simplicity I ſhall purſue, 
And conſtant keep th' Original in View. 


SHALUM), 
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SHALUM, Maſter of Mount Tirzah, to HIL PA, 
Miſtreſs of the Vallies. In the 788th Year 
of the Creation. 


ce De HTER of Zilpab] how can J reveal 

In equal Words the mighty Pain J feel? 
Or how expreſs the Torment of my Mind, 
Since to my Rival thou haſt prov'd ſo kind? 
No more the Sun with Pleaſure I ſurvey ; 
Dull are his Beams, and hateful is the Day : 
Far from the Object of my Vows I rove, 
And weep and wander in the gloomy Grove. 
Theſe ſeventy Years (nor hath it ought avail'd) 
On Tirzah's Tops thy Loſs have I bewail'd ; 
And from the raging Paſſion ſought for Eaſe, 
By raiſing Shades, and planting ſacred Trees, 
Gay as is Eden, to the raviſh'd Eye 
My verdant Hills in beauteous Proſpect lie, 
With various Fruits and annual Herbage crown'd, 
That ſhed their fragrant Odours all around. 
Here op'ning Flow'rs their painted Sweets diſplay, 
To court thy Senſes, and invite thy Stay : 
There limpid Streams run murm'ring to the Sea; 
And all the Mountain is perfum'd for thee. 
Come then, my Fair ! and be no longer coy ; 
How will thy Heart exult with ſecret Joy, 
To view thy ſprightly Boys and blooming Maids 
Lead up the Dance, in theſe delightful Shades 
Think on the Shortneſs of the Life we boaſt, 
Perhaps, an Hour, — a thouſand Years at moſt : 
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But in few Centuries our Limbs decay, 

And ev'ry youthful Beauty dies away, 

Like the tall Cedar or the Oak, which grow 
(Rank above Rank) on Tirzab's lofty Brow. 
Theſe too, my Fair ! muſt gradually conſume, 
And ne'er be known by thoſe who are to come; 
Unleſs from forth their aged Roots ſhall riſe 
Another Wood, and tow'r amidſt the Skies. 
Reflect with Coolneſs on the Lines I ſend, 
And think on Shalum, for he is thy Friend.” 


She read, and ſecretly his Suit approv'd ; 
The foll' wing Anſwer ſeems to ſay ſhe lov'd. 


HILA, Miſtreſs of the Vallies, to SHALUM, 
Maſter of Mount Tirzah. In the 789th Year 
of the Creation. 


4 x VO VNG as thou art, why ſhould I write 
to thee ? | | 

Or what, O Shalum, is thy Will with me ? 

Thou call'ſt me Fair, but fairer much I fear 

My flow'ry Fields and watry Meads appear. | 

Cloſe by the Banks where mingling Rivers meet 

And waſh thy neighb'ring Mountains verdant Feet, 

My bleating Sheep and lowing Oxen ſtray, 

And to thy Ears a pleaſing Sound convey, 

Thy tow'ring Foreſt, tho' it now but blooms, 

The fragrant Breezes, and the rich Perfumes 


#* Shalum was at this Time 180 Vears old, and Hilpa 170. 


Which 
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Which from thy Tirzah's lofty Tops exhale, 
Are yet leſs lovely than the fruitful Vale. 

I know thee, Shalum ; thy capacious Mind 
Excels in ſacred Wiſdom all Mankind : 

And ſacred Wiſdom will thy Soul ſupply 

With purer Joys, and ſuch as ne'er ſhall die. 
Far on the Mount, thou chuſeſt to reſide, 
With conſcious Greatneſs and ſuperior Pride : 
Ten thouſand Cedars round thy Palace riſe 
Sublime in Air, and triumph in the Skies. 
Thou know'ſt the diff*rent Nature of each Soil, 
And which will beſt reward and crown thy 'T oil. 
Thou canſt deſcribe the radiant Orbs on high, 
Their wondrous Motions thro” the boundleſs Sky, 
And with what varying Aſpects they appear, 

In ev'ry Seaſon of the changing Year. 

How ſhall a Woman then ſucceſsful prove 

To gain thy Friendſhip, and engage thy Love ? 
Ceaſe, Shalum, ceaſe ; nor longer wiſh to wed 
My widow'd Charms, and bring me to thy Bed : 
Alone, retir'd, for ever let me live 

Content with that which Heav'n is pleas'd to give. 
Still may thy Trees ſtand waving in the Wind, 
And Wood to Wood, and Shade to Shade be join'd; 
But tempt me not, with Children and with Noiſe 
To break thy Peace, and interrupt thy Joys.” 


Soon after (as the Story ſays at leaſt) 
He bid his Servants call her to a Feaſt : 
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Nor ſhe to ſhare the friendly Treat diſdain'd, 
But went, and with him two whole Years remain'd, 
Five hundred Antelopes, ſucceſſive, dy'd, 
To deck the Table for his future Bride: 
Two thouſand Oftriches, of various Taſte, 
Smoak'd from the Fire, andcrown'dtherichRepaſt: 
A thouſand Tun of Milk (and Milk alone) 
Allay'd their "Thirſt; for Wine was then un- 
known. | 
But yet the fragrant Herbs his Hills could boaſt, 
And Fruits and Flow'rs, was that which pleas'd 
her moſt. | 
Full in the Center of the conſcious Grove, 
The twiſted Boughs had form'd a large Alcove : 
Hither the youthful Pair, in harmleſs Play, 
Retiring, toy'd and kiſs'd the Hours away; 
While all the winged Warblers of the Wood, 
From Morn to Night their artleſs Strains renew'd. 
During her Stay, he led her o'er the Green, 
Thro' ev'ry ſhady Walk and ſylvan Scene: 
Nor prov'd the Fair One to his Suit unkind, 
For he ſo far had gain'd upon her Mind, 
That, parting from his Arms, ſhe gave her Word 


E'er long to own him as her rightful Lord, 


And faithful vow'd, in leſs than fifty Years, 
To put a Period to his Hopes and Fears. 

Not many a Moon upon the peaceful Plains, 
She liv'd attended by her Nymphs and Swains, 
Fer other Youths grew conſcious of her Charms, 
And fondly wiſh'd to claſp her in their _ 

Or 
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Nor did the Pride of M/hpach now diſdain 
To viſit. Hilpa with a ſplendid Train, 
This mighty Man to merit endleſs Fame, 
A City built, the City bore his Name. 
Fix'd as a Rock th' imperial Town appears, 
And ſcorns the Fury of a thouſand Years. 
He bid the Maſters of the Lute prepare 
Their ſofteſt Notes, to pleaſe the lifPning Fair: 
Himſelf with graceful Steps trod o'er the Ground, 
Andcharm'd her with the Timbrel's tuneful Sound. 
Shalum diſpleas'd, and inly vex'd, to find 
That ſhe ſhould e' er to Miſppach prove ſo kind, 
Nor ſpoke one Word, nor writ one Line, to tell 
The Pain he felt for her he lov'd fo well, 
Till lazy Saturr's ling'ring Orb had run 
His uſual Courſe around the central Sun. 
But when'twas knownthatthis great Monarchcame 
Rather to compliment than court the Dame, 
Shalum again in am'rous Language woo'd 
The beauteous Widow, and his Vows renew'd : 
While ſhe, they ſay, once more inclin'd to prove 
Th' experienc'd Pleaſures of connubial Love, 
For the dear Youth in Secret oft would figh, 
And look at Tirzah with a wiſhful Eye. 
Twenty long Years to both ſhe did refuſe 
Th' expected Bliſs, and knew not which to chuſe 
Glad would ſhe lie in SHalum's circling Arms, 
But wealthy 4/bpachſhone with ſtronger Charms, 
While thus her Heart, ſtill wav'ring as the Wind, 


By Turns to this, by Turns to that inclin'd. 
What 
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What follow d fix'd her Choice: a Towꝰ'r of Wood 

Conſpicuous to the View in Miſopach ſtood. 

It chanc'd a Flaſh of Lightning from the Skies 

Struck its proud Top; and ſee ! the Flames ariſe: 

The ſpreading Flames from Roof to Roof aſpire, 

And all the City finks in Floods of Fire. 

Miſbpach reſolv'd, whate'er the Labour coſt, 

To build again the Town he lately loſt, 

Soon ſpoil'd the Country of its woody Store, 

And, urg'd by Want, to Shalum ſent for more, 

Whoſe lofty Trees two hundred Years had ſeen, 

And bloom'd and flouriſh'd with immortal Green. 

For theſe, to their young Maſter's mild Command 

Aſhpach reſign'd an ample Tract of Land, 

And Flocks and Herds unnumber'd, till at laſt, 

Shalum in Wealth his Rival far ſurpaſs'd, 

And with ſuch Charms appear'd in Hilpa's Eyes, 

That Inftant at his Suit ſhe now complies, 

With boundleſs Joy th” approaching Fair he view'd, 

And rais'd a Pile of ev'ry fragrant Wood: 

The itately Pile, amazing to the Sight, 

More than three hundred Cubits roſe in Height. 

Spikenard and Myrrh amidſt the Flames he threw, 

And ev'ry ſpicy Shrub that on the Mountain grew. 

Thus did the Youth his Gratitude diſplay, 

And ſuch his Off 'ring on the bridal Day. 

Thro' the thin Air a Cloud of Incenſe broke 

Wide o'er the Region round, and upwards roll'd 
the Smoak, 
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(37) 
BEAUTY: Or, The Art of Charming. 


By Mr. DopsLEv. 


HAT gives the Maiden Bluſh its love- 
lieſt Dye, 
Charms in a Smile, or wounds us from an Eye, 
The Muſe ſhall fing. Attend, and learn, ye Fair, 
The Heart of Man reſiſtleſs to enſnare. 
O Hartford] born with every Female Charm, 
The Eye to raviſh, or the Heart to warm: 
Fair in thy Form, ſtill fairer in thy Mind; 
With Beauty Wiſdom ; Senſe with Sweetneſs 
Join'd : 
Great without Pride, and lovely without Art, 
Your Looks Good-nature, Words Good-ſenſe 
impart. 
Thus form'd to charm, O deign to hear the Song, 
Whoſe beſt, whoſe ſweeteſt Strains to you belong. 
Beauty] Thou ſweet Reformer of Mankind! 
Poliſh'd by thee the Clown becomes refin'd ; 
The Haughty humble, and the Rude well-bred, 
The Tim'rous valiant, and the bold afraid. 
Chear'd by thy Smiles the Wretch forgets his Woe, 
And from thy Frowns our tend'reſt Sorrows flow. 
Aw'd in thy Preſence Fops and Smarts forbear, 
With Jeſt obſcene to wound the modeſt Ear. 
For thee the Warrior bears the rough Campaign, 
Nor knows to tremble but at thy Diſdain. 
Infpir'd 
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Inſpir'd by thee our latent Worth appears, 

A brave Ambition fires our early Years 

To riſe in Merit, or polite to ſhine, 

And all our greateſt, worthieſt Deeds are Thine, 
What is. this Beauty ? What this won'drous 

Pow'r, 

Which all Mankind in various Forms adore ? 

Love ſure an Image paints in every Breaſt, 

And each purſues the Picture there expreſt. 

The Fair, the Black, the Brown, all have their 

Charm, 

Their different Beauties different Boſoms warm, 

Where lies this Charm ?—Alas not in the Skin; 

The Life of Beauty riſes from within; 

Flows ſrom the Soul, and animates the Breaſt, 

In Words and Actions, Looks and Smiles expreſt. 
What gives Ardelia that refiſtleſs Grace? 

Nor Roſe nor Lilly's Bloom adorns her Face. 

True; but who ſees her ſmile, or hears her ſpeak, 

Finds there are Charms that dwell not in the Cheek. 

While ſee Lavinia; there the ſparkling Eye, 

The Roſe and Lilly in their faireſt Dye, 

With all the Charms of Face and Shape unite, 

In vain ; her Affectation ſpoils them quite. 

And who but fees or hears her one half Hour, 

Finds red and white are but of feeble Power. 
Learn then this Truth of Conſequence to know, 

Good Senſe will give the homelieſt Face to glow, 

'To glow with Charms intrinſically bright, 

Fair to the Mind, tho' homely to the Sight. 

With- 
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Without it Chloe's Lip, young Flora's Cheek, 


And Czlid's Eye, in vain Admirers ſeek: 
Without it fair Caliſta long has mourn'd 

A Maid, ſtill wond'ring why her Charms are ſcorn'd. 
Whence but from want of This to guide aright, 
So many ſhock us, aiming to delight. 

Titteria thinks to laugh's a Sign of Wit, 

Hence every Word is follow'd by a Fit. 


Her Face, in which ſome Charms mightelſe be ſeen, 


Is conſtantly diſtorted with a Grin. 
This Indecorum ſage Prudera ſees, 
And ſtrives with ſtiffen'd Gravity to pleaſe. 
In mimic Modeſty demure ſhe ſtands, 
Her Apron-ftrings ſupport her folded Hands. 
Nor Smile, nor Frown her equal Viſage wears, 
Aﬀectedly unmov'd with all ſhe hears. 
The fond Pigmalion who makes her his Wife, 
Muſt beg the Gods to give his Statue Life, 
But fee Flirtilla; pretty little Thing 
Always in Action; flutter, dance, and ſing, 
Laugh, ogle, ſmile, and bow, and prate and teaze; 
Poor little Puppet! how it ſtrives to pleaſe ! 
And fine Emilia too; fo fair her Form, 
That all ſhe ſays, and all ſhe does muſt charm ; 
And one would think ſo : But ſo nice her Care, 
To ſpeak, to move, with a peculiar Air; 
So ſoft, ſo languiſhing, ſo neat, ſo prim, 
The pretty Fool is ſeen in every Limb. 
But ſhun Extreams. Blowzella wants no Charm 
Of Wit, or Face, the Heart of Man to warm. 
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But ſhe's fo over- free, ſo over- plain, 

So unpolite, ſo aukward, ſo ungain, 

So much above all Thought, or Care of Dreſs, 
So much a Blowze, ſo very much a Beſs, 
That did not William follow when ſhe goes, | 
The World might think my Lady William's Spouſe. 

Some hope to charm (forbear thevain Pretence) 

With Learning, Wit, and more than common 

Senſe. 

Deep read in Myſtery and holy Writ, 

They dearly love to poſe a poor Man's Wit: 

Queſtion on Queſtion wildly they propound, 

Till, with the World, their giddy Heads turn 
round. 

Study Sir Iſaac at the Paſtry School, 

And make Mince Pies by Mathematic Rule, 

Know every Art, and every Science teach, 

Of nothing ignorant — but how to ſtitch. 

Forgive the Muſe, who owns the Female Mind 
Is doubly fair with Knowledge, when refin'd ; 
Doubly engaging to a Man of Senſe ; | 
She only bids — beware the falſe Pretence. 

But various Paſſions Female Minds engage, 
Some, ſcorning theſe, a War with Learning wage: 
A modiſh Ignorance with Pride confeſs, 

And hate all Arts, but the dear Art of Dreſs. 
Their Hopes to charm in Paint and Powder lie, 
In Gold, in Di'monds, and Embroidery. 
Before the Toilet fit from Morn to Night, 
Then riſe, from Betty's Hands, divinely bright. 
Ah 
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Ah learn, ye Fair, your native Charms to prize 
The more you dreſs, you but the more diſguiſe : 
Leave to the Beaus your pretty prinking Art, 
Of late ſo zealous to uſurp the Part. 

Thus far the Muſe unwilling has purſu'd 
A Taſk ungrateful, but of gen'ral Good, 

Juſt touch'd your Foibles with a gentle Hand, 
Too kind to laſh, too young to reprimand : 
Blam'd your wrong Conduct only to excite 
To what is really charming, virtuous, right, 

But is your Art, ſage Maſter, only taught 
From the falſe Conduct, and the vicious Draught? 
Are juſt Examples in this Age fo rare, 

As none are found that might engage the Fair ? 
O yes] from theſe the Muſe her Precepts draws, 
Her Art ſhe borrows hence, and hence her Laws. 
Turn then, ye Fair, from Pictures you deſpiſe, 
And here with Emulation fix your Eyes. 

See lovely S—ym—r, charming to the Sight, 
Her Face, her Shape, her Smile Mankind's Delight! 
But tho' adorn'd with each external Grace, 

Soft blooming Beauty bluſhing in her Face ; 
Tho' all the Graces ſparkle in her Eyes; 

Tho' Love in Ambuſh on her Boſom lies; 

Yet theſe not half her Charms : Her ſnowy Breaſt 
Is doubly fair, fair Virtue is its Gueſt. 

Good- nature gives her Eyes to ſhine more bright, 
'The ſweet Complexion of her Soul is white : 
White with chaſte Innocence, and Peace ſerene, 
And all her Charms are heighten'd from within. 
See 
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See beauteous Sh—ts—ry, eminently bright, 
At once our Admiration and Delight! 
An eaſy Smile adorns her lovely Mein; 
Gay ſparkling Beauty in her Eyes is ſeen. 
But ſearch within : Their Charm they borrow 
thence : 


Good-nature forms the Smile, the Look Good- 
ſenſe. 
With Rapture ſee all Nature's Graces meet, 
In R—-hn—4's beauteous Frame, and ſhine com- 
pleat. 
Refin'd from Heav'n with all that's fair and good; 
And warm'd with all the Charms of Fleſh and 
Blood 
Such melting Sweetneſs, ſuch a Heav'n of Love, 
Again may tempt, but ne'er would yield to Fove. 
But ſee, ſuperior to the fineſt Pen, 
D—/b—ry, the Darling both of Gods and Men! 
So fair her Mind, her Angel Form fo bright, 
*Tis hard to ſay, which gives us moſt Delight: 
Each heightens each ; in both th'engaging Pow'r 
So ſweetly mixt, that neither can have more, 
But Theſe inimitable ; here you view 
Th'united Force of Senſe, and Beauty too; 
Divine Conjunction! and ſupreme in each, 
All may admire, but few can hope to reach. 
Andthus the Charmsof Featurewhencombin'd 
With Virtue, Senſe, and Beauties of the Mind, 
Are lovely then indeed, we muſt confeſs, 
But 'tis to theſe they owe their Lovelineſs: 
And 
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And theſe our Art wou'd teach: if bleſt with theſe, 
Or fair, or brown, you'll all have Charms topleaſe. 
Has Heav'nthen to your Form not been ſo kind, 
Mourn not the Loſs; adorn yourſelf with Mind: 
From thence a Source of various Charms ſhallriſe, 
More amiable than Lips, or Cheeks, or Eyes. 
What is the blooming Tincture of a Skin, 
To Peace of Mind? To Harmony within? 
What the bright Sparkling of the fineſt Eye, 
To the ſoft Soothing of a calm Reply? 
Can Comelineſs of Form, or Shape, or Air, 
With Comelineſs of Words and Deeds compare? 
No: Thoſe at firſt th? unwary Heart may gain, 
But Theſe, Theſe only can that Heart retain. 
Florella, bleſt with every outward Grace, 
| Shape, Air, Complexion, and a beauteous Face, 
Had long imperial Tyranny maintain'd 
O'er gentle Damon, and his Suit diſdain'd. 
Vainof her Charms ſhe thought his Heart her own, 
Thought Life andDeath was in her Smile or Frown; 
And oft when tend'reſt Words told how he lov'd, 
The fair Coquet was but with Laughter mov'd g 
Thought his fond Sighs the T ribute of her Beauty, 
And all his Love no more than juſt his Duty. 
Nor car'd to pleaſe, nor ſought to heal his Smart, 
Fond of the Pow'r to tantalize his Heart. 
O what the Pangs which lighted Lovers feel, 
; Thoſe who have felt them only can reveal! 
Damon, unable to conceal his Grief, 
In Silence and Retirement ſought Relief. 
Con- 
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Convers'd no more; refus'd or Food or Reſt, 
The ſoft Diſeaſe ſtill growing in his Breaſt. 
What ſhall he do? The vain imperious Fair, 
Nor hears his Love, nor feels his tender Care. 
Regardleſs of his Woe, new Vows receives, 
Proud of the Pleaſure, and the Pain ſhe gives. 
One Day all penſive leaning on his Arm, 
In fancy fondly viewing every Charm, 
Appears a Siſter of the lovely Dame, 
His Boſom Friend, Cariſſa was her Name. 
Cariſſa, neither bleſt with Charms of Face, 
Nor Shape, nor Air, nor any outward Grace; 
Vet ſhines a Beauty, purely from within, 
There are the Loves, and there the Graces ſeen. 
Mild as the gentle Breath of blooming May, 
Sweet as its Flow'rs, and chearful as its Day. 
Vet ſoft Compaſſion oft bedew'd her Eyes, 
Her Breaſt, at others Grief, would heave with 
Sighs. 
No envious Paſſions mov'd her Hate or Spleen, 
Her Heart was friendly, and her Soul ſerene. 
Pleas'd in herſelf, ſhe ſeem'd no Care to know, 
But the ſoft Pain of pitying others Woe. 
To her, his well-known Friend, the Vouth 
addreſt, | 
Told all his Grief, his tender Flame confeſt; 
Begg d her Aſſiſtance pow'rful to perſwade, 
And move to Pity the relentleſs Maid. 
Griev'd with his Grief, the tender Fair comply'd, 
A thouſand Ways to gain her Siſter try'd ; 
Now 
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| Now urg d his Worth, and now his Wealth to move, 
But, more than all the reſt, his tender Love. 

In vain ; the flutt'ring Beauty ſtill denies, 

Nor hears Cariſſas Words, nor Damon's Sighs. 

This when ſhe told, transfix d with Grief he 

ſtood, 
The ſilent Tears run down a rickling Flood. 
Health, Strength, and Beauty, leave his manly 
Frame, 
And ghaſtly Sickneſs, pale and meagre came, 
A real Fever now his Veins poſleſt, 
And deeper Anguiſh ſciz'd upon his Breaſt. 
Touch'd to the Soul, Cariſſa, tender Maid, 
All Means of Comfort and Relief eſſay'd. 
Now feeds with flatt'ring Hopes of kind Return, 
Now fortifies his Mind againſt her Scorn ; 
Prepares his Med'cines, or directs his Food, 
With all the friendly Offices of Good. 

Long Time he languiſh'd, but to eaſe her Toil, 
Returning Health at length began to ſmile ; 
And with his Health his Reaſon too return'd, 
No more his Breaſt for vain Florella burn'd. 

His Eyes now open, from blind Paſſion clear, 
The Beauties of Cariſſa all appear; 

Fair to the Mind, agreeable to Sight, 

Love, Reaſon, V irtue, in her Cauſe unite. 

With ſecret Pleaſure ſhe perceiv'd the Change, 
Yet ſuch her Modeſty, ſhe thought it ſtrange : 
Unconſcious of the Beauties of her Soul, 


an tear'd Florella's Eyes might till controul. 


When 
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When thus young Damon.“ O thou lovely Fair 

« Hear now my Love, and now my Reaſon hear: 

«© Where has that Love, and where that Reaſon 
ce been, 

« That thy fair Charms till now were never ſeen? 

« Strange Blindneſs! Folly !—O believe it true, 

4 What Beauty was till now I never knew, 

«© Nor what was Love. Twas Madneſs all- 
6 enraging, | 

« A Mutiny of wild Deſires engaging. 

&« Here tis ſoft Peace, and mutual Joy ſincere, 

Here every Word and every Look endear : 

“ Beauty, is Harmony in Deed and Thought; 

&« And Love, true Friendſhip to Perfection brought, 

Come then, my Fair, theſe tender V ows receive, 

Forget my Folly, and my Love believe: 

« Bleſt in thy Arms my future Days I'll ſpend, 

„Thy Huſband, Guardian, Comforter, and 
„Friend.“ | 

With bluſhing Sweetneſs ſhe receiv'd a Kiſs, 
Believ'd his Vows, nor long delay'd his Bliſs. 


ADVICE fo a Young Lapy. 


HE Counſel of a Friend, Belinda, hear, 
Too roughly kind, to pleaſe a Lady's Ear; 


Unlike the Flatt'ries of a Lover's Pen, 


Such Truths as Women ſeldom learn from Men; 
| Nor 
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Nor think I praiſe you ill, when thus I ſhow, 
What female Vanity might fear to know: 
Some Merit's mine, to dare to be ſincere, 

But greater yours, Sincerity to bear. 
Hard is the Fortune, that your Sex attends, 
Women, like Princes, find no real Friends; 
All who approach them, their own Ends purſue, 
Lovers, and Miniſters, are never true! 
Hence oft from Reaſon, heedleſs Beauty ſtrays, 
And the moſt truſted Guide, the moſt betrays. 
Hence by fond Dreams of fancied Pow'r amus'd, 
When moſt you tyrannize, you're moſt abus'd. 

What is your Sex's lateſt, earlieſt Care, 

Your Heart's ſupreme Ambition? To be fair. 
For this the Toilet ev'ry Hour employs, 
Hence all the Toils of Dreſs, and all the Joys! 
For this, Hands, Lips and Eyes, are put to School, 
And each inſtructed Feature has its Rule ; 
And yet, how few have learnt when this is giv'n, 
Not to diſgrace the partial Boon of Heav'n ; 
How few, with all theirPride of Form can move, 
How few are lovely, Nature form'd to love! 
Do you, my Fair, endeavour to poſſeſs 

; An Elegance of Mind, as well as Dreſs ; 
Be that your Ornament, and know to pleaſe, 
By graceful Nature's unaffected Eaſe, 

Nor make to dang'rous Wit a vain Pretence, 
But wiſely reſt content with modeſt Senſe ; 
For Wit like Wine, intoxicates the Brain, 
Too ſtrong for feeble Woman to ſuſtain ; 
Of 
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Of thoſe who claim it, more than half have none, 
And half of thoſe who have it, are undone, 
Be ſtill ſuperior to your Sex's Arts, 
Nor think Diſhoneſty a Proof of Parts, 
For you the plaineſt, is the wiſeſt Rule, 
A cunning Woman is a knaviſh Fool : 
Be good yourſelf, nor think another's Shame 
Can raiſe your Merit, or adorn your Fame. 
Prudes rail at Whores, as Stateſmen in Diſgrace 
At Miniſters, becauſe they wiſh their Place. 
Virtue is amiable, mild, ſerene, 
Without all Beauty, and all Peace within. 
The Honour of a Prude is Rage and Scorn, 
*Tis Uglineſs, in its moſt frightful Form. 
Fiercely it ſtands, defying Gods and Men, 
As fiery Monſters guard a Giant's Den, 
Seek to be good, but aim not to be great, 
A Woman's nobleſt Station is Retreat ; 
Her faireſt Virtues fly from public Sight, 
Domeſtic Worth, that ſhuns too great a Light. 
To rougher Man, Ambition's Taſk reſign, 


*T is ours in Senates, or in Courts to ſhine : 


To labour for a ſunk corrupted State, 


Or dare the Rage of Envy, and be great; 


One only Care your gentle Breaſts ſhould move, 


Th' important Buſineſs of your Life is Love. 
To this great Point, dire& your conſtant Aim, 
This makes your Happineſs, and this your Fame. 
Be never Temperance with Paſſion join'd, 
Love not at all, or elſe be fondly kind. | 
| In 
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In this, Extream alone can truly bleſs, 

The Virtue of a Lover is Exceſs. 

Contemn the little Pride of giving Pain, 
Nor think that Conqueſt juſtifies Diſdain; 
Short is the Period of inſulting Pow'r, 
Offended Cupid finds his vengeful Hour; 
Soon he'll reſume the Empire that he gave, 
And ſoon the Tyrant ſhall become the Slave. 

Bleſs'd is the Maid, and worthy to be bleſs'd, 
Whoſe Soul entire's, by him ſhe loves, poſleſs'd ; 
Feels ev'ry Vanity in Fondneſs loſt, 

And aſks no Pow'r, but that of pleaſing moſt, 
Here is the Bliſs, in ſweet Return to prove 
The honeſt Warmth of undiſſembled Love. 
For her, inconſtant Man might ceaſe to range, 
And Gratitude forbid Deſire. to change. 

Thus I, Belinda, would your Charms improve, 
And form your Heart to all the Arts of Love. 
The Taſk were harder to ſecure my own, 
Againſt the Pow'r of thoſe already known, 

For well you twiſt the ſecret Chains that bind, 
With gentle Force, the captivated Mind ; 
Skill'd ev'ry ſoft Attraction to employ, 

Each flatt'ring Hope, and each alluring Joy. 

I own your Genius, and from you receive 


The Rules of pleaſing, which to you I give, 


Vor, II, 
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A PASTORAL DfrALOG Uk. 


Aaddreſs'd to a Young Lady. 
By R—. G—. 


Peu obliquely ſhot his feeble Ray, 
And bleating Lambkins ceas'd their wanton 
Play, 
When on the Border of a neighb'ring Wood, 
By Friendſhip ty'd, two Shepherds penſive ſtood : 
Curious to hear the Chat, behind an Oak 
Conceal'd I lay, when thus their Silence broke. 


Damon. 


Why does my Colinet thus ſadly rove, 
By th' murmuring Stream, and ſolitary Grove, 
Whilſt o'er the Hills his Flocks unheeded ſtray, 
To Thieves a Rapine, and to Wolves a Prey? 


COoLINET. 

Ah! Damon, did'ſt thou feel but half my Cares, 
The broken Slumbers, and the jealous Fears, 
Then wou'd thy Flocks, like mine, neglected lie; 
Oh, lovely Cælia / tis for thee I ſigh. 


DAMO. 


Cælia, the Cauſe ? why tother Day you ſwore 
You'd break your Pipe, and ne'er wou'd whiltle 
more; 
You'd drive that fooliſh Paſſion from your Breaſt, 
Nor more ſhou'd female Frowns diſturb your Reſt. 
COLINET. 
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CoLINET. 


Damon! I ſwore, tis true, that Oath how vain ! 
For conqu'ring Love will {till his Pow'r maintain 
From Cælia's Charms (ſwift lew the pleaſing Smart, 
Shot thro' my Eyes, and center'd in my Heart, 


Damon. 

But Czlia doutbs thy Love, unhappy Swain ! 
This Morn I ſaw her tripping o'er the Plain, 
And ſtrait o'ertook her, when ſhe thus begun, 
Damon (and laugh'd) — my Colinet is gone. 

COLINET. 


Sooner ſhall Cupid bear his Bow unſtrung, 
Sooner the Bird forſake its callow Y oung ; 
Sooner the tender Lamb the Wolf devour, 
The Bee forget to ſip the fragrant Flow'r, 
Than to my Cælia I inconſtant prove, 

Or change my Cælia for another Love. 


DAMO. 

But ſay, my Friend, what Means did'ſt ever try 
To melt her Heart, and gain the wiſh'd-for Joy? 
Did'ſt e' er o'ertake her in the ſecret Grove, 
And in the ſofteſt Words reveal thy Love ? 
There did'ſt thou not in Extaſy of Bliſs, 

Each precious Moment ſteal a balmy Kiſs ? 
With what unuſual Raptures preſs her Hand, 
And lay thy fleecy Care at her Command ? 
And then at Parting ſteal ſome little Toy, 

7 he dear Remembrance of ſo ſweet a Joy ? 
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CoLINET,. 
I ne'er had Courage to approach ſo near, 
Her Eyes at once dart Light'ning and Deſpair 3 
But leſt the Nymph ſhou'd to my Love ſeem blind, 
I've carv'd this Verſe on a ſmooth Poplar's Rind. 
Yonder it ſtands upon the River's Brink, 
Where Cælia drives each Noon her Flock to drink. 


For Cælia Colinet does pine and figh, 
WWou'd ſpeak himſelf, but dreads his Fair's Reply. 


When *tother Day the Nymphs and Swains 
were ſeen | 


Clad in their beſt Array, a blithſome Scene 
And merry Wakes o erſpread the crowded Green, 
Soft I approach'd, and gently touch'd her Hand, 
Then trembling aſk'd, if ſhe'd my Partner ſtand; 
Thrice happy I ! my Czha grants the Boon, 
And wing'd with Pleaſure fled the ſmiling Noon, 
My Eyes purſu'd her thro' the winding Dance, 
While in my Soul I treaſur'd every Glance ; 
What tho' my Tongue to ſpeak my Flame deny'd, 
My Looks the Office of that Tongue ſupply'd. 
Damon, 

O Swain, untutor'd in the Wiles of Love 
Will filent Looks a Virgin's Boſom move ? 
Go, learn Inſtruction from yon feather'd Pair! 
See with what Art he wins his little Fair ! 
From Spray to Spray his Fav'rite he purſues, 
Tho! oft repuls'd, as oft his Love renews ; 


Till 
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Till panting, flutt'ring, ſee they join the Wing! 
Fly pleas'd away, and hail the welcome Spring, 

More had they ſaid, but lo the Nymph paſs'd by! 
Bloom in her Cheeks, and Sweetneſs in her Eye. 
Her tempting Lips like Threads of Scarlet glow'd; 
With graceful Eaſe her decent Garment flow'd, 
Her artleſs Mien not Titan's ſelf could blame, 
And Innocence ſhone lovely thro' her Frame 
She ſought her Grotto in the Woodland Shade, 
And Colinet purſu'd the beauteous Maid. 


[CET 


The Ros E and the BUTTERFLY. 


AF A'B-LE. 


7 WAS in the blooming Month of chear- 
ful May, 

Perfum'd with Flow'rs a beauteous nn lay, 

Where op'ning Buds their od'rous Sweetsbeſtow” d, 

And all in regular Confuſion glow'd ; 

Where dazzling Beauties met the admiring Eye, 

The Pride of Spring, and Nature's Luxury; 

?I was there a Roſe, the Pageant of an Hour, 

Pour'd forth her Luſtre on each rival Flow'r ; 

Conſcious of Beauty's Charms, the haughty Fair 

Sigh'd, panted, trembled at each Breath of Air; 

Now fed with Flatt'ry, now reſtrain'd by Pride, 

This Moment hated, and the next comply'd ; 
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As frail Coquets accept the Treat, or Ball, 

Tho' kind to none, yet complaiſant to all: 

A youthful Butterfly, with gilded Wing, 

Saw and ador'd this Goddeſs of the Spring; 

In tender Flutt'rings he approach'd the Fair, 

Murmur'd his Paſſion, and humm'd out Deſpair. 

The flaunting Idol liſten'd to his Pain, 

She bluſh'd and ſigh'd, and ſigh'd and bluſh'd again; 

Now Flatt'ry plies, now Chaſtity retreats, 

And the gay Coxcomb rifles all her Sweets ; 

A thouſand Vows proteſts his future Flame, 

am and muſt for ever be the ſame, 

But ſoon, too ſoon, he ſeeks his native Air, 

To find new Conqueſts, and another Fair; 

Away he flies, nor Pray'rs, nor Tears cou'd move. 

(O conſtant Fruits of quickly-ſated Love !) 

And now he roams about from Flow'r to Flow'r, 

Courts, taſtes, enjoys, and changes ev'ry Hour; 

Admires the Tulip's variegated Hue, 

Or ſips the ſoft Carnation's balmy Dew, 

The purple Violet, or Daffodille, 

The fragrant Jeſs'min, or the ſweet Junquille z 

Of various Colours robs the blooming Spring, 

And with the Spoils adorns his gaudy Wing. 
Theblaſted Fairlong Time held down herHead, 

And mourn'd in vain her Virgin Honour fled ; 

No more ſhe flaunts it with coquetiſh Air, | 

Grown pale with Grief, and humble with Deſpair; 

Yet, loth to yield her Beauty to the Grave, 

She vows Revenge on the perfidious Slave; 

Female 
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Female Revenge alone cou'd eafe her Mind, 

Reſolv'd in all to copy Womankind ; 

Looſe and abandon'd to expoſe her Charms, 

And revel in each vulgar Lover's Arms. 

See now the humble Fair as Primroſe free, 

Claſp'd in the rude Embraces of the Bee ; 

Now am'rous Zephyrs pant upon her Breaſt, 

Now Hornets for the worthleſs Prize conteſt ; 

Nay, ſoon behold, the ſhameleſs Harlot lie 

A Proſtitute to ev'ry common Fly; 

Now mourns and fighs, and at the Clofe of Day, 

Folds up her Charms, then fades, and dies away. 
Learn hence, ye Britiſb Fair, nor learn in vai; 

'To ſooth our Cares, and mitigate our Pain; 

Nor yield too ſoon, nor triumph o'er your Slave; 

Vor know tis Pity makes the Conqu'ror brave; 

Dreſs is each gaudy Coxcomb's poor Pretence, 

Virtue alone can win the Man of Senſe; 

Truſt not your Charms too far, the World can tell 

A Male-Coquet is no ſuch Miracle ; 

Let Virtue fade, and Reputation die, 

And ev'ry Roſe will find a Putterfiy. 
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* ABELARD fo ELOISA. 
By Mrs, MAD AN. 


T N my dark Cell, low proſtrate on the Ground, 

Mourning my Crimes, thy Letter Entrance 
found; 

Too ſoon my Soul the well-known Name confeſt, 

My beating Heart ſprang fiercely in my Breaſt, 

Thro' my whole Frame a guilty "Tranſport glow'd, 

And ſtreaming Torrents from my Eyes faſt flow'd, 

O Eliſa ! art thou ſtill the ſame ? 

Doſt thou {till nouriſh this deſtructive Flame? 

Have not the gentle Rules of Peace and Heav'n, 

From thy foft Soul this fatal Paſſion driv'n ? 

Alas ! I thought you diſengag'd and free ; 

And can you ſtill, {till figh and weep for me? 

What powerful Deity, what hallow'd Shrine, 

Can ſave me from a Love, a Faith like thine ? 

Where ſhall I fly, when not this awful Cave, 

Whoſe rugged Feet the ſurging Billows lave ; 

When not theſe gloomy Cloiſter's ſolemn Walls, 

O'er whoſe rough Sides the languid Ivy crawls, 

When my dread Vous, in vain, their Force oppoſe? 

Oppos'd to Love—alas!— how vain are Vows ! 

In fruitleſs Penitence I wear away 

Each tedious Night, and ſad revolving Day; 

I faſt, I pray, and with deceitful Art, 

Veil thy dear Image in my tortur'd Heart; 


See Eliſa to Melard, by Mr, Pope, Volume I, Page 118. 
My 
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My tortur'd Heart conflicting Paſſions move, 

I hope, deſpair, repent—yet ſtill I love: 

A thouſand jarring Thoughts my Boſom tear, 
For thou, not God, O Elſe, art there, 

To the falſe World's deluding Pleaſures dead, 
Nor longer by its wand'ring Fires miſled, 

In learn'd Diſputes harſh Precepts I infuſe, 

And give the Counſel I want Pow'r to uſe. 

The rigid Maxims of the Grave and Wiſe, 
Have quench'd each milder Sparkle of my Eyes ; 
Each lovely Feature of this once-lov'd Face, 

By Grief revers'd, aſſumes a ſterner Grace : 

O Eliſa ! ſhould the Fates once more, 
Indulgent to my View, thy Charms reſtore, 
How from myArms would'ſt thou withHorrorftart, 
To mils the Form familiar to thy Heart! 
Nought could thy quick, thy piercing Judgmentſee, 
To ſpeak me Abelard — but Love to chee. 

Lean Abſtinence, pale Grief, and haggard Care, 
The dire Attendants of forlorn Deſpair, 

Have Abelard, the young, the gay, remov'd, _ 
And in the Hermit ſunk the Man you lov'd, 
Wrapt in the Gloom theſe holy Manſions ſhed, 
'The thorny Paths of Penitence I tread ; 

Loſt to the World, from all its Int'reſts free, 
And torn from all my Soul held dear in thee, 
Ambition with its Train of Frailties gone, 

All Loves and Forms forgot — but thine alone, 
Amid the Blaze of Day, the Duſk of Night, 
My Eloiſa riſes to my Sight; 
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Veil'd as in Paraclet's ſecluded Tow'rs, 

The wretched Mourner counts the lagging Hours; 
I hear her Sighs, ſee the ſwift falling Tears, 
Weep all her Griefs, and pant with all her Cares, 
O Vows! O Convent! your ſtern Force impart, 
And frown the melting Phantom from my Heart ; 
Let other Sighs a worthier Sorrow ſhow, 

Let other Tears from Sin repentant flow; 

Low to the Earth my guilty Eyes I roll, 

And humble to the Duſt my heaving Soul. 
Forgiving Pow'r ! thy gracious Call I meet, 
Who firſt impower'd this rebel Heart to beat; 
Who thro? this trembling, this offending Frame, 
For nobler Ends infpir'd Life's active Flame. 

O!] change the Temper of this lab'ring Breaſt, 
And form anew each beating Pulſe to reſt 

Let ſpringing Grace, fair Faith, and Hope remove 
The fatal Traces of deſtructive Love 
Deſtructive Love from his warm Manſions tear, 
And leave no Traits of Eliſa there! 

Are theſe the Wiſhes of my inmoſt Soul ? 
Would I its ſoft, its tend'reſt Senſe controul ? 
Would I thus touch'd, this glowing Heart refine, 
To the cold Subſtance of this marble Shrine? 
Transform'd like theſe pale. Swarms that round 

me move, 
Of bleſt Inſenſibles — who know no Love? 
Ah! rather let me keep this hapleſs Flame; 
Adieu! falſe Honour, unavailing Fame 
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Not your harſh Rules, but tender Love ſupplies 
The Streams that guſh from my deſpairing Eyes; 
J feel the Traitor melt about my Heart, 

And thro' my Veins with treach'rous Influence dart 
Inſpire me, Heav'n ! aſſiſt me, Grace divine! 
Aid me, ye Saints! unknown to Pains like mine 3 
You! who on Earth ſerene all Griefs could prove, 
All but the tort'ring Pangs of hopeleſs Love ; 

A holier Rage in your pure Boſoms dwelt, 

Nor can you pity what you never felt: 

A ſympathiſing Grief alone can lure, 

The Hand that heals, muſt feel what I endure. 
Thou, Eloiſe, alone canſt give me Eaſe, 

And bid my ſtruggling Soul ſubſide to Peace; 
Reſtore me to my long-loſt Heav'n of reſt, 

And take thyſelf from my reluctant Breaſt; 

If Crimes like mine could an Allay receive, 
That bleſt Allay thy wond'rous Charms might give. 
Thy Form, that firſt to Love my Heart inclin'd, 
Still wanders in my loſt, my guilty Mind. 

I ſaw thee as the new- blown Blofloms fair, 
Sprightly as Light, more ſoft than Summer's Air, 
Bright as their Beams thy Eyes a Mind diſcloſe, 


Whilſt on thy Lips gay bluſh'd the fragrant Roſe; 


Wit, Youth and Love in each dear Feature ſhone, 
Preſt by my Fate, I gaz d and was undone, 


There dy'd the gen'rous Fire, whoſe vig'rous. 


Flame 
Bnlarg'd my Soul, and. urg'd me on to Fame: 
| | Nor 
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Nor Fame, nor Wealth, my ſoften'd Heart 
could move, 
Dully inſenſible to all but Love. 
Snatch'd from myſelf, my Learning taſteleſs grep, 
Vain my Philoſophy oppos'd to you ; 
A Train of Woes ſucceed, nor ſhould we mourn 
The Hours that cannot, ought not to return. 
As once to Love I ſway'd your yielding Mind, 
Too fond, alas ! too fatally inclin'd, 
To Virtue now let me your Breaſt inſpire, 
And fan, with Zeal divine, the heav'nly Fire 
Teach you to injur'd Heav'n all-chang'd to turn, 
And bid the Soul with ſacred Rapture burn. 
O!] that my own Example might impart 
This nobleWarmth to your ſoft trembling Heart! 
That mine, with pious undiſſembled Care, 
Could aid the latent Virtue ſtruggling there. 
Alas! I rave—nor Grace, nor Zeal divine, 
Burn in a Heart oppreſs'd with Crimes like mine. 
Too ſure I find, while I the Tortures prove 
Of feeble Piety, conflicting Love, 
On black Deſpair my forc'd Devotion's built ; 
Abſence for me has ſharper Pangs than Guilt. 
Yet, yet, my Eloiſe, thy Charms I view, 
Yet my Sighs breathe, my Tears pour forth =_ 
ou 3 
Each Lach Reſiſtance ſtronger knits my Chain, 
I figh, weep, love, deſpair, repent—in vain. 
Haſte, Eloiſa, haſte, your Lover free, 
Amidſt your warmeſt Pray'r—O, think on me] , 
Wing 
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Wing with your riſing Zeal my grov'ling Mind, 

And let me mine from your Repentance find! 

Ah! labour, ftrive, your Love, yourſelf controul! 

The Change will fure affect my kindred Soul; 

In bleſt Conſent our purer Sighs ſhall breathe, 

And Heav'n aſſiſting, ſhall our Crimes forgive. 

But if unhappy, wretched, loſt, in vain, 

Faintly th' unequal Combat you ſuſtain; 

If not to Heav*n you feel your Boſom riſe, 

Nor Tears refin'd fall contrite from your Eyes; 

If ſtill your Heart its wonted Paſſions move, 

If ſtill, to ſpeak all Pains in one—you love; 

Deaf to the weak Eſſays of living Breath, 

Attend the ſtronger Eloquence of Death. 

When that kind Pow'r this captive Soul ſhall free, 

Which only then can ceaſe to doat on thee ; 

When gently ſunk to my eternal Sleep, 

The Paraclete my peaceful Urn ſhall keep ! 

Then, Eliſa, then your Lover view, 

See his quench'd Eyes no longer gaze on you ; 

From their dead Orbs that tender Utt'rance flown, 

Which firſt to thine my Heart's ſoft Fate made 
known. | | 

This Breaſt no more, at length to Eaſe con- 
ſign'd, 

Pant like the waving Aſpin in the Wind; 

See all my wild, tumultuous Paſſion o'er, 

And thou, amazing Change! belov'd no more; 

Behold the deſtin'd End of human Love — 

But let the Sight your Zeal alone improve; 


Let 
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Let not your conſcious Soul, to Sorrow mov'd, 
Recall how much, how tenderly I lov'd : 

With pious Care your fruitleſs Griefs reſtrain, 
Nor let a Tear your ſacred Veil profane: 

Not een a Sigh on my cold Urn beſtow, 

But let your Breaſt with new- born Raptures glow; 
Let Love divine, frail mortal Love dethrone, 
And to your Mind immortal Joys make known ; 
Let Heav'n relenting ſtrike your raviſh'd View, 
And ſtill the bright, the bleſt Purſuit renew | 

So with your Crimes ſhall your Misfortunes ceaſe, 
And your rack'd Soul be calmly huſh'd to Peace. 


A Younc Lapy's ADVICE fo ome 
lately Married, 


EAR Peggy! ſince the ſingle State 

You've left, and choſe yourſelf a Mate; 

Since metamorphos'd to a Wife, 

And Bliſs or Woe's inſur'd for Life, 

A friendly Muſe the Way would ſhew. 

To gain the Bliſs, and miſs the Woe. 

But firſt of all, I muſt ſuppoſe 

You've with mature Reflection choſe; 

And, this premis'd, I think you may, 

Here find to marry'd Bliſs the Way. 
Small is the Province of a Wife, 


And narrow is her Sphere in Life; 


Within 
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Within that Sphere to move aright 
Should be her principal Delight: 

To guide the Houſe with prudent Care, 
And properly to ſpend and ſpare; 

To make her Huſband bleſs the Day 

He gave his Liberty away; 

To form the tender infant Mind; 
Theſe are the Taſks to Wives aſſign'd: 
Then never think domeſtic Care 
Beneath the Notice of the Fair; 

But Matters ev'ry Day inſpect, 

That nought be waſted by Neglect. 

Be frugal Plenty round you ſeen, 

And always keep the golden Mean. 

Be always clean, but ſeldom fine, 
Let decent Neatneſs round you ſhine ; 
If once fair Decency be fled, 

Love ſoon deſerts the genial Bed, 

Not nice your. Houſe, tho* neat and clean; 
In all Things there's a proper Mean: 
Some of our Sex miſtake in this, 

Too anxious ſome, ſome too remiſs, 

The early Days of wedded Life 
Are oft o'ercaſt by childiſh Strife; 
Then be it your peculiar Care, 

To keep that Seaſon bright and fair; 
For then's the Time by gentle Art 
To fix your Empire in his Heart. 
With kind, obliging Carriage ſtrive 
To keep the Lamp of Love alive; 


—— 
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For ſhould it thro' Neglect expire. 
No Art again can light the Fire, 

To charm his Reaſon dreſs your Mind, 
Till Love ſhall be with Friendſhip join'd ; 
Rais'd on that Baſis, *twill endure, 

From Time, and Death itſelf ſecure. 

Be ſure you ne'er for Pow'r contend, 
Nor try by Tears to gain your End ; 
Sometimes the Tears which cloud the Eyes, 
From Pride and Obſtinacy riſe, 

Heav'n gave to Man ſuperior Sway, 
Then Heav'n and him at once obey. 

Let ſullen Frowns your Brow ne'er cloud; 
Be always chearful, never loud; 

Let T rifles never diſcompoſe 

Your Features, 'Temper, or Repoſe. 

Abroad for Happineſs ne'er roam ; 

True Happineſs reſides at Home ; 

Still make your Partner eaſy there, 

(Man finds abroad ſufficient Care.) 

If every Thing at home be right, 

He'll always enter with Delight ; 

Your Converſe he'll prefer to all 

Thoſe Cheats the World does Pleaſure call: 
With chearful Chat his Cares beguile, 
And always meet him with a Smile. 

Should Paſſion e' er his Soul deform, 
Serenely meet the burſting Storm ; 
Never in wordy War engage, 

Nor ever meet his Rage with Rage, 
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With all our Sex's ſoftning Art 
Recall loſt Reaſon to his Heart ; 
Thus calm the Tempeſt in his Breaſt, 
And ſweetly ſooth his Soul to Reſt. 

Be ſure you ne'er arraign his Senſe ; 
Few Huſbands pardon that Offence ; 
"Twill Diſcord raiſe, Diſguſt it breeds, 
And Hatred certainly ſucceeds. 

Then ſhun, O ſhun that fatal Shelf, 
Still think him wiſer than yourſelf 
And if you otherwiſe believe, 

Ne'er let him ſuch a Thought perceive. 

When Cares invade your Partner's Heart, 
Bear you a ſympathizing Part, 

And kindly claim your Share of Pain, 

And half his Troubles {till ſuſtain ; 

From Morn to Noon, from Noon to Night, 
To ſee him pleas'd your chief Delight. 

But now, methinks, I hear you cry, 
Shall ſhe pretend, O Vanity |! 

Tolay down Rules for wedded Life, 
Who never was herſelf a Wife? 
I own you've ample Cauſe to chide, 


And bluſhing throw the Pen aſide, 
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A MORNING RHAPSO Dx. 


HE Village Cock, with piercing Notes, 
The dappled Dawn's Approach denotes. 


Riſe, Damon, riſe, the Call obey, 
And baſk in Phabus earlieſt Ray. 


gut while we gaze with raptur'd Eye, 

* And Nature's lovelieſt Scenes deſcry, 
Lt every lovely Scene impart 

% Some moral Lecture to the Heart. 

&© Whether we view the Sun's bright Blaze, 
*« And on the purple Æther gaze; 

Or bend to Earth our wand'ring Looks, 
To flow'ry Meads and purling Brooks; 
« Above, beneath, and all around, | 
„We'll mingle Sight with Thought profound, 
« Andev'ry Leaf, and ev'ry Spray, 

« Shall Wiſdom to the Soul convey. 
Behold ! the Dawn in Bluſhes breaks, 


And all the Eaſt with crimſon Streaks : 

The Clouds their fleecy Skirts unfold, 

Now ting'd with Azure, Purple, Gold, 
And now the Sun his Beam unſhrouds, 
And ſcatters wide the gaudy Clouds ; 

Thoſe Clouds, he ting'd with diſtant Rays, 
Now fade before the bright'ning Blaze. 


& So Life's Enjoyments lovely ſeem, 
« When glitt'ring in the diſtant Beam; 
«. And 
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And ſtill they drink a richer Die, 
And brighten ſtill approaching nigh ; 
«© But when we claſp, we loſe the Prize, 
« And all th' zrial Luſtre flies, 
Now, Damon, yonder turn thine Eye, 

Where Fields in fair Expanſion lie; 

Fields dreſs'd in Flow'rs, all freſh and gay, 

That open to the Morning Ray. 

The little Lark unfolds his Wings, 

And ſwiftly ſoars, and ſweetly ſings; 

Along the Sky his Muſic floats, 

And diſtant Hills return the Notes, 

The gilded Inſects lightly ſkim 

The liquid Air in gaudy Trim: 

From Vale to Vale, from Wood to Wood, 

They fly, to cull their flow'ry Food, 

And ſip the ſpangled Dews that ſhake 

On every Buſh, on every Brake, 

Ah! feeble Flutt'rers of a Day, 

How ſwift your Pleaſures paſs away |! 

A freezing Blaſt, a frigid Sky, 

Ye droop your tender Wings, and die | 
Let Man attend, while Inſects preach, 
„And Truths of human Frailty teach. 
„When Life is freſh in every Vein, 
Like them, he ſports in Pleaſure's Train; 
„Like them, from Wiſh to Wiſh he ſtrays, 
& And round in circling Revels plays ; 

& Till ſudden, lo | the Hand of Death 
„ Impedes his Courſe, and ſtops his Breath. 


„ Shalk. 
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« Shall Man like Inſects live? and die 
Like Inſects too? in Worth a Fly! 
« No— Juſtice ſends a heavier Doom 
% Than waits on Flies, beyond the Tomb; 
&« To Rage, Deſpair, and Torment driv'n, 
« The Shame of Earth, and Scorn of Heav'n. 
« But if, to nobler Views inclin'd, 
C Virtue and Truth adorn the Mind, 
Like Inſects Men may fall, but riſe 
« To Angel's Bliſs, above the Skies. 
Now Village Cries the Silence break, 

The chearful Swains to Labour wake, 

Unpen their Folds, and o'er the Mead 

Their Flocks and Herds to Paſture lead : 

They tune their Mirth to ruſtic Sounds, 

And Echo the rough Song rebounds, 
« How pure and ſimple are the Sweets 
« Diſpens'd in rural calm Retreats ! 
« The Swain ſalutes the riſing Day, 
And hies him to the Fields away; 
% With homely Mirth, that Time beguiles, 
« He there purſues his duſty Toils; 
« At Night the nut-brown Bowl he drains, 
c And counts, content, his humble Gains; 
« Then on his ſtraw-fill'd Couch he lies, 
« Where golden Slumbers ſeal his Eyes. 
&« Thro' Labour, Mirth, and ſweet Repoſe, 
« His Stream of Life thus gently flows! 
«© The Hero's Palm, the Pomp of Kings, 
& And all that ſmiling Fortune brings, 

« Am- 
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« Ambition, Tumult, Guilt and Glare, 
« Can ne'er with rural Bliſs compare. 
But now the mounting Sun diſplays 
Around the fierce meridian Blaze. | 
Hail, glorious Orb ! thy Heat and Light | 
The Life they give with Joy unite ; | 
*Tis thine, where'er we turn our Eyes, | 
To charm with ever-changing Dyes. | 
With Blue to tinge the diſtant Scene, 
The neighb'ring Fields with ſprightly Green; 
With Brown the ruſſet Heath to ſpread, lt 
With Gold the tow'ring Mountain's Head : 1 
The varied Flow'r with ev'ry Hue, 
With ev'ry Tint the pendant Dew. 
Thy genial Beams impregnant Earth, 
And give to various Beauty Birth. 
& But thou, ſuperior Sun ! whoſe Ray 
« Illumes the Lamp that lends us Day, 
« Whoſe Glories ſhine alike diſplay'd 
In Ev'nings mild, and peaceful Shade; 
« Great Lord of all! receive the Praiſe, 
„ That Man, that reaſoning Reptile, pays. 
« Thy forming Pow'r, thy fav'ring Love, 
„ Is ſeen around, below, above; 
That fav'ring Love, that forming Pow'r, 
« Some Tribute claim from ev'ry Hour, 
„ O!] let my Soul that Tribute pay, 
And ſtill Devotion prompt the Lay. 
„Thee let me learn from all I ſee, 


“ For all, my God ! is full of thee. 
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&« Eft modus in rebus.” 


APPY the Maid, whoſe Soul ſerene and 
chaſte, | 
Is ſtill by Thoughts of Innocence poſleſt ! 
Who keeps her Virgin Liberty, nor knows 
A Mother's Burden, nor a Mother's Woes ; 
No brooding Cares her eaſy Days perplex, | 
She ſits above the Frailties of her Sex ; | 
By Fancy wafted here and there, may feel 
The Good in ev'ry State, without the III! 
Tho” ſingle, be in Converſation join'd 
Where Thought meets Thought, the Wedlock 
of the Mind; 
Or wou'd the Fair from Cares and Bus'neſs free, 
Like greedy Merchants dare the troubled Sea, 
And turn that ſad Adventurer a Wife! 
I'Il be her Pilot down the Tide of Life 
Let Reaſon guide you, be not over-nice, 
Tho' not contented with a Parent's Choice. 
Bleſt is the Maid, who weds a Man of Senſe, 
Who weds a Fool muſt bear his Inſolence. 
To a wiſe Huſband ev'ry Thought ſubmit, 
Not truſt a Female Forwardneſs of Wit, 
If Cares oppreſs him, gentle Thoughts may find 
A fond Acceptance, and relieve his Mind. 
Your Charms ſo bright may mitigate his Woe, 
And prove the ſweeteſt Comfort Man can know. 
Affairs 
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Affairs abroad he beſt can underſtand, 
Home is the Province of a Wife's Command. 
In Things of Weight, if he reveal his Mind, 
Be ſure to take the Condeſcenſion kind. 
With due Attention wait till all is ſaid, 
If ought you anſwer, —B< that Anſwer weigh'd, 
Seek not to alter Schemes you cannot mend, 
Nor promiſe ot te fail him in the End. 
She who will ſhev her Prudence and her Truth, 
Deſires but one — the Hulſbarid of her Youth. 
| No Man of Taite or Elegance will wed 
The widow'd Farther of another's Bed: 
If Fate coniizic you to a head-itrong Fool, 
The Way to mend him, is to have him rule, 
Bear with the Evil which you can't redreſs, 
And by your Patience make his r ollies leſs ; 
To Fricnd, or Parent, never once impart, 
The overflowing of a Wife's fad Heart: 
To ſtill his Madneſs will increaſe the Storm, 
It's Love muſt ſooth, and Secreſy reform; 
From Heats and Menaces will Paſſion riſe, 
| Smooth are the Words, which make the Fooliſh 
wile. 
| If by ill Company he's led aſtray, 
Retire and give the noiſy Riot Way; 
Far from the noiſy Bacchanals remain, 
Till Solitude has ſober'd him again: | 
| Then ſhun Suſpicion, when apart ſuggeſt, 
And teach the Huſband to diſtruſt the reſt. 


Employ 
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Employ all Agents if you wou'd ſucceed, 

Or Heat, or Cold, Indiff *rency to breed. 

Do this, and then th' Aſſociation ends, 

OneFriendſhip marr'd him, but the ſecond mends. 

A Snare perhaps he fell into at firſt, 

Not out of Choice—for who wou'd chuſe the worſt ? 

Mean while on each Occaſion wiſely find 

Some proper Blandiſhment to ſooth the Mind : 

Still make the little Ones the Joy of Life, 

And be as kind a Mother, as a Wife: 

Thoſe Marks of Tenderneſs your Children ſhare, 

Are ſhown to him whoſe Progeny they are : 

And few the Men ſo blind and brutiſh born 

But know their Friends, and Love for Love return. 
The prudent Woman who wou'd wiſh to pleaſe, 

Muſt not forget ſuch uſeful Rules as theſe ; 

Let no light Laughter Modeſty diſgrace, 

Nor cloudy Looks with Sadneſs o'er the Face ; 

In ſome Amuſement let each Day be ſpent, 

Nor worn with Care, nor idly indolent ; 

Your Houſe and Servants with Diſcretion uſe, 

Nor too ſevere in Diſcipline, nor looſe ; 

From eaſy Lenity Contempt may ſpring, 

Thoſe Subjects honour moſt, who dread their King. 

Caution receive, a Stranger firſt advance, 

With modeſt Looks, and diſtant Complaiſance ; 

Your Airs may change, when others recommend 

The unknown Perſon, as a proper Friend; 

Nor e' er ſo near you as in Friendſhip place 

That dang'rous Thing - (a ranting Prate-a-pace!) 

| Theſe 
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Theſe with their many Words much Ill impart, 

Corrupt the Ear, and ſteal into the Heart. 
What Fondneſs Girls for Finery expreſs ? 

Oh! it's a Torment not to talk of Dreſs 

Some the rich Load of golden Trappings wear, 

Or in a Blaze of precious Stones appear 

The Wiſe will chuſe a Decency of Dreſs, 

Nor more than ſuits their Quality, nor leſs ; 

Nor be like thoſe who all the Day wou'd paſs 

To pleaſe their Pride, and idolize the Glaſs ; 

Curl and uncurl a fav'rite in the Hair, 

Or quarrel with a Patch and fix it there: 

Let no falſe Colours on the Cheeks be ſpread, 

Or falſe Coſmeticks ſoil the native Red : 

Nature is ever to the Fair a Friend, 

Nor leaves the Workmanſhip for them to mend. 
Ah, think unwary Nymph, how much you 

pleaſe 

The fly Philoſopher with Arts like theſe, 

Who ſees you ſtill at each Return of Day, 

Strive to reform your 'Tenement of Clay; 

And laughs to meet the gay fantaſtic Dame, 

In various Shapes, another, and the ſame, 
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1 
By Mr. L E AP OR. 4 


SYLYANUS,aCourtier. PHILLIs, a Country Maid, | © 


SYLVANUS. | | 


AIL, Phillis, brighter than a Morning Sky, 
Joy of my Heart, and Darling of my Eye; 

See the kind Year her graceful 'T ribute yields, 
And round-fac'd Plenty triumphs o'er the Fields, | 
But to yon Gardens let me lead thy Charms, | 
Where the curl'd Vine extends her willing Arms: 
Whoſe purple Cluſters lure the longing Eye, 
And the ripe Cherries ſhow their ſcarlet Dye. 


PHiLLI1s. 


Not all the Sights your boaſted Gardens yield, 
Are half fo lovely as my Father's Field, 
Where large Increaſe has bleſs'd the fruitful Plain, 
And we with Joy behold the ſwelling Grain, 
Whoſe heavy Ears towards the Earth reclin'd, 
Wave, nod, and tremble to the whiſking Wind. 


SYLVANUS, 


But ſee, to emulate thoſe Cheeks of thine, 
On yon fair Tree the bluſhing Ne&'rins ſhine : 
Beneath their Leaves the ruddy Peaches glow, 
And the plump Figs compoſe a gallant Show. 
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With gaudy Plumbs ſee yonder Boughs recline, 
And ruddy Pears in yon Eſpalier twine. 

There humble Dwarfs in pleaſing Order ſtand, 
Whoſe golden Product ſeems to court thy Hand. 


PHILL1s, 


In vain you tempt me while our Orchard bears 
Long-keeping Ruſſets, lovely Cath'rine Pears, 


Pearmains and Codlings, wheaten Plumbs enow, 


And the black Damſons load the bending Bough. 


No Pruning-knives our fertile Branches teaze, 
While yours muſt grow but as their Maſters pleaſe, 
The grateful Trees our Mercy well repay, 

And rain us Buſhels at the riſing Day. 


SYLVANUS, 


Fair are my Gardens, yet you ſlight them all; 


Then let us haſte to yon majeſtick Hall, 

Where the glad Roofs ſhall to thy Voice reſound, 
Thy Voice more ſweet than Muſic's melting Sound: 
Now Orion's Beam infeſts the ſultry Sky, 

And ſcorching Fevers through the Welkin fly ; 
But Art ſhall teach us to evade his Ray, 

And the forc'd Fountains near the Windows play ; 
There choice Perfumes ſhall give a pleafing Gale, 


And Orange-flow'rs their od'rous Birth exhale, 


While on the Walls the well-wrought Paintings 
glow, 

And dazzling Carpets deck the Floors below : 

O tell me, Thou whoſe careleſs Beauties charm, 

Are theſe not fairer than a Threſher's Barn? 


E32 PHILLIS, 
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PHILLIS. 


Believe me, I can find no Charms at all 
In your fine Carpets and your painted Hall. 
Tis true our Parlour has an earthen Floor, 
T he Sides of Plaiſter and of Elm the Door : 
Yet the rub'd Cheſt and Table ſweetly ſhines, 
And the ſpread Mint along the Window climbs : 
An aged Laurel keeps away the Sun, 
And two cool Streams acroſs the Garden run. 


SYLV ANUS. 


Can Feaſts or Muſic win my lovely Maid? 
In both thoſe Pleaſures be her Taſte obey'd. 
The ranſack'd Earth ſhall all its Dainties ſend, 
Till with its Load her plent'ous Table bend. 
Then to the Roofs the ſwelling Notes ſhall riſe, 
Pierce the glad Air and gain upon the Skies, 
While Eaſe and Rapture ſpread themſelves around, 
And diſtant Hills roll back the charming Sound. 


Putri. 


Not this will lure me, for I'd have you know 
This Night to feaſt with Corydon I go: 
To Night his Reapers bring the gather'd Grain, 
Home to his Barns, and leave the naked Plain : 
Then Beef and Coleworts, Beans and Bacon too, 
And the Plumb-pudding of delicious Hue, 
Sweet-ſpiced Cake, and Apple-pies good Store, 
Deck the brown Board; who can deſire more: 


His 
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His Flute and Tabor too Amyntor brings, 

And while he plays ſoft Amaryllis ſings. 

Then ſtrive no more to win a ſimple Maid, 
From her lov'd Cottage and her ſilent Shade. 
Let Phillis ne' er, ah! never let her rove 

From her firſt Virtue and her humble Grove. 
Go ſeek ſome Nymph that equals your Degree, 
And leave Content and Corydon for me. 


—_ 


Ess A on HAPPINESS. 


By Mrs. LEAPOR. 


OTHING, dear Madam, nothing is more 
true, 

Than a ſhort Maxim much approv'd by you; 

The Lines are theſe: We by Experience know 

« Within ourſelves exiſts our Bliſs or Woe,” 

Tho' round our Heads the Goods of Fortune roll, 

Dazzle they may, but cannot chear the Soul. 

Content, the Fountain of eternal Joy, 

Can Riches purchaſe, or can Want deſtroy ? 

No. Born of Heav'n, its Birth it will maintain, 

No Slave to Power nor the Prize of Gain : 

Say, who can buy what never yet was fold ? 

No Wealth can bribe her, nor no Bonds can hold: 

Sometimes ſhe deigns to ſhine in lofty Halls, 

But found more frequent in a Cottage Walls ; 


E 3 Her 
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Her Flight from thence too often is decreed, | 
Then Poverty is doubly curs'd indeed, 

Content and Bliſs, which differ but in Name, 
Alike their Natures and their End the ſame, 
Faſt bound together in eternal Chains, 
"This as the End — The other, as the Means, 
Wall ne'er divide, But who enjoys the one, 
Muſt find the other ere the ſetting Sun. 

Then where? Ah where do theſe fair Siſters fly ? | 
Reneath the northern or the ſouthern Sky ? 
Courts do they love ? "The Senate or the Town ? 
Or the ſtill Village and the healthful Down ? 
Say, do they like Humilo's humble Veſt ? 
Or the gay Di'monds on Belinda's Breaſt ? 
To none of theſe, alas! are they confin'd, o 
But the ſtill Boſom and the virtuous Mind. 

See Glaro ſeated on his gilded Car, 
Whoſe ſtubborn Paſſions wage continual War: 
W ho cannot call that ravag'd Heart his own, 
Where Vice and Virtue ſtruggle for the Throne. 
See Rage appearing in that hoſtile Frown : 
Now Fears diſtra& him and now Pleaſures drown ; } 
Now turns to Heav'n with repentant Tears : 
But the next Hour at his Chaplain ſneers : | 
This Day a Beaſt, the next a reas'ning Man : 
Behold him right, then envy, if you can. 
Pale Livia too Who pants beneath the Weight 
Of irkſome Jewels and afflicting State; | 
Whoſe Glaſs and Pillow do her Time divide, 
At once opprels'd with Sickneſs and with Pride; 

The 
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The ſhapely Stays her aking Ribs confine, 
And in her Ears the ſparkling Pendants ſhine, 
Yet not a Joy the tortur'd Wretch can feel, 
Beyond Ixion on his rolling Wheel, 

See reſtleſs Chloe, fond to be admir'd, 
Of Joy impatient and as quickly tir'd, 
When firſt her Eye-lids open on the Day, 
With eager Haſte ſhe gobbles down her Tea, 
And to the Park commands her rolling Wheels, 
Yet ſighs and wiſhes for the rural Fields : 
Then back to Cards and Company ſhe flies, 
Then for the Charms of melting Muſic dies. 
At Eve the Play, Aſſembly, or the Ball: 


She hates them ſingly, yet wou'd graſp them all: 


With languid Spirits and appall'd Defires, 

She to her Cloſet and her Book retires, 

But Solitude offends the ſprightly Fair; 

Reading ſhe loaths, and Thought ſhe cannot bear. 

Then to her Chamber and her Couch ſhe flies, 

Where gilded Chariots ſwim before her Eyes. 

In vain for Sleep ſhe folds her weary Arms — 

Who wou'd be Chloe to enjoy her Charms? 

In yonder Path Sir Thrifty we behold, 

With Beaver drooping and with Garments old ; 

Whoſe dirty Linnen ſhews no Mark of Pride, 

Nor ſparkling Laces deck his lender Side 

Whoſe heavy Soul a ſaucy Wit wou'd ſwear, 

Was made exactly to his eaſy Chair. 

Whoſe taſteleſs Senſes aſk for nothing new, | 

Whoſe Meals aretemp'rate and whoſePleaſures few: 
E 4 « Is 
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« Is this Man bleſt? —He may be ſo.— But when? 

Why, when his Thouſands riſe to number t 

* From ten to twenty, and from twenty Hold 

To one round Million of bright Sterling Gold;” 

Nor there we ſtop, for Avarice will crave 

Till it ſhall meet with its grand Cure, the Grave, 

Lavinia's bleſt with all that Man deſires, 

With Eyes that charm and Reaſon that inſpires ; 

Youth, Wealth, and Friends, to gild her ſhining 
Days, 

The poor Man's Bleſſing and the rich Man' 8 
Praiſe. 


With judgment ſound, and touch'd by no Extreme, 


Speech gently flowing and a Soul ſerene, 

For ever pleaſing and for ever true, 

By all admir'd, and envy'd by a few : 

© Then ſhe is happy, tho' beneath the Sky ”— 

Hold, not ſo haſty : — Let her Huſband die. 
Then who are happy, 'twill be hard to ſay, 

Since undiſturb'd it ſeldom laſts a Day: 

For who in Smiles beholds the Morning Sun, 

May weed before his ſhort-liv'd Journey's done. 

All Pleaſures ſatiate and all Objects cloy ; 

We crave, we graſp, but loath the taſted Joy: 

Nor Wealth nor Beauty, Friend's nor Fortune's 


Smile, 
Can bleſs our Moments, tho' they may be- 
guile: 
Nor Wit with Happineſs can often grow, 
An helpleſs Friend, if not an arrant Foe. er 


Where 
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Where then? O where ſhall Happineſs be 


found ? 
Say, ſhall we ſearch the rolling World around, 


On borrow'd Pinions travel through the Sky, 


Or to the Centre drive our piercing Eye? 

Ceaſe, buſy Fool : Is Happineſs thy Care ? 

Pierce thy own Breaſt, and thou wilt find it there: 

Drive thence the Paſſions, and the Guilt expel, 

And call fair Virtue to the poliſh'd Cell. 

Call ſoft Content with all her ſmiling Train; 

Peace for thy Health, and Patience for thy Pain: 

Then, not till then, O Man, thy Heart ſhall 
know 

Bliſs fo ador'd, but ſeldom found below. 


Ess8Aay on FRIENDSHIP, 
By Mrs. LEAPOR. 


O Artemiſa. — *Tis to her we ſing, 
For her once more we touch the ſounding 
String. 
"Tis not to Cythera's Reign nor Cubid's Fires, 
But ſacred Friendſhip that our Mule inſpires. 
A Theme that ſuits Amiliz's plealing Tongue: 
So to the Fair Ones 1 devote my Song. 
The Wiſe will ſeldom credit all they hear, 

'Tho' ſaucy Wits ſhou'd tell them with a Sneer, 
E 5 That 
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That Womens Friendſhips, like a certain Fly, 

Are hatch'd 'th* Morning and at Ev'ning die. 

*Tis true, our Sex has been from early Time 

A conſtant Topic for Satiric Rhyme : 

Nor without Reaſon — ſince we're often found, 

Or loſt in Paflion, or in Pleaſures drown'd : 

And the fierce Winds that bid the Ocean roll, 

Are leſs inconſtant than a Woman's Soul : 

Yet ſome there are who keep the mod'rate Way, 

Can think a Moment, and be calm a Day : 

Who ne'er were known to ſtart into a Flame, 

Turn pale or tremble at a loſing Game. 

Run Chloe's Shape or Delia's Features down, 

Or change Complexion at Celinda's Gown : 

But till ſerene, compaſſionate and kind, 

Walk through Life's Circuit with an equal Mind, 
Of all Companions I would chooſe to ſhun 

Such, whoſe blunt Truths are like a burſting Gun, 

Who in a Breath count all your Follies o'er, 

And cloſe their Lectures with a mirthful Roar: 

But Reaſon here will prove the ſafeſt Guide, 

Extremes are dang'rous plac'd on either Side. 

A Friend too ſoft will hardly prove fincere ; 

The Wit's inconſtant, and the Learn'd ſevere, 
Good-breeding, Wit, and Learning, all conſpire 

To charm Mankind and make the World admire: 

Yet in a Friend but ſerve an under Part, 

The main Ingredient is an honeſt Heart: 

By this can Urs a all our Souls ſubdue, 

Which wanting, this, not Sylvia's Charms, can do. 
Now 
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Now let the Muſe (who takes no Courtier's 
Fee) 

Point to her Friend —and future Ages ſee 

(If this ſhall live till future Ages be) 

One Line devoted to Fidelia's Praiſe, 

The lov'd Companion of my early Days : 

Whoſe harmleſs Thoughts are ſprightly as her Eyes, 
By Nature chearful, and by Nature wiſe. 

To have them laſt, the ſocial Laws decree 
We chooſe our Friendſhips in the ſame Degree : 
What mighty Pleaſure, if we might preſume, 
To ſtrut with Freedom in Arvida's Room ? 

Or ſhare the T able what ſupreme Delight ? 
With ſome proud Dutcheſs or a ſcornful Knight, 
To fit with formal and aſſenting Face? 

For who ſhall dare to contradict her Grace? 

Our free-born Nature hates to be confin'd, 
Where State and Power check the ſpeaking Mind; 
Where heavy Pomp and ſullen Form withholds 
That chearful Eaſe and Sympathy of Souls. 

But yet the Soul whate'er its Partner do, 
Muſt lift its Head above the baſer Crew. 
Celeſtial Friendſhip, with its nicer Rules, 
Frequents not Dunghills nor the Clubs of Fools, 
It aſks, to make this Union ſoft and long, 

A Mind ſuſceptible, and Judgment ſtrong; 

And then a Taſte : But let that Taſte be givin 

By mighty Nature and the Stamp of Heav'n: 

Poſſeſt of theſe, the juſtly-temper'd Flame 

Will glow inceſſant, and be ſtill the ſame ; 1 
ot 
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Not mov'd by Sorrow, Sickneſs, or by Age 
To ſullen Coldneſs or diſtemper'd Rage. 
The Soul unſtain'd with Envy or with Pride, 
Pleas'd with itſelf and all the World beſide, 
Unmov'd can ſee gilt Charo'ts whirling by, 
Or view the Wretched with a melting Eye, 
Diſcern a Failing and forgive it too : 
Such, Artemiſa, we may find in you, 

Be not ill-natur'd, or your Friends will fly 


From the hung Forehead and the ſcornful Eye : 


Nor, like Aurelia, in the Morning kind, 
And ſoft as Summer or the weſtern Wind : 
But round ere Night her giddy Paſſions wheel, 
She'll clap the Door againſt your parting Heel. 
An even Temper will be ſure to pleaſe, 
With cool Reflexion and a chearful Eaſe. 

But ſee Armida's unfrequented Rooms, 


How vainly ſpread with Carpets and Perfumes : 


All ſhun her like the Cocatrice's Beams, 
And for no Reaſon but her loath'd Extremes, 
To- day more holy than a cloiſter'd Nun, 
Almoſt an Atheiſt by To- morrow's Sun: 
Now ſpeaks to Heaven with a lifted Eye : 


Now toherFootman, You're are a Rogue, andlye, 


O ſay, from what ſtrange Principles begin 
Theſe odd Compounds of Piety and Sin ? 

A ſickly Fair may ſome Excuſes find, 

(What grieves the Body will affect the Mind) 


But not the Creatures who have learn'd to ſcreen 


Their own Ill- nature in the Name of Spleen. 


What 
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What though black Miſts afflict the aking Skull, 

The Spirits tremble and the Heart be dull ; 

Have you from thence a Licence to offend, 

Affront a Patron or abuſe a Friend? 

And ape the Manners of a ſurly Beaſt, 

Becauſe tis cloudy and the Wind's i'th* Eaſt ? 
But all have Failings, not the beſt are free, 

Or in a greater or a leſs Degree, 

What follows then ?—Forgive, or unforgiv'n 

Expect no Paſlage at the Gate of Heay'n. 

Kind Nature gave, „in Pity to Mankind, 

This ſocial Virtue to the human Mind : 

This gives our Pleaſures a more eaſy Flow, 

And helps to blunt the Edge of ſmarting Woe : 

The Soul's Relief, with Grief or Cares oppreſt, 

Is to diſcloſe them to a faithful Breaſt ; 

And then how lovely in a Friend appear, 

The mournful Sigh and ſympathizing Tear. 

When changing Fortune with propitious Ray, 

Gilds the brown Ev'ning or the ſmiling Day; 

The pleas'd Companion ſhares the welcome Tide, 

And wrap'd in Joy the happy Minutes glide, 
Grave Authors differ— Men of Senſe incline 

This Way or that — Opinions rarely join : 

Their Thoughts will vary. Why? Becauſe 

they're tree, | 

But moſt in this, and only this agree ; 

That our chief Taſk is {ſeldom to offend, 

And Life's great Bleſſing a well-choſen Friend. 


The 


For Women oft are caught by Show.“ 


More graceful was the ſcarlet Plume: 


Might jeer at Strephon's ſcarlet Feather; 
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By Mrs, LE AP OR. 


RY TREP HON the ſprightly and the gay, | 
Lov'd Celia freſh and fair as May : 
None ſhone ſo brillant in the Mall, 
The Court, th' Aſſembly, and the Ball; 
None bare at HIPs the laurel'd Prize, 
But Celia with the killing Eyes. 
T was at the Drawing Room or Play, 
(But which our Author cannot ſay) 
As Celia roll'd her Eyes around, 
This Youth receiv'd a mortal Wound. 
What ſhou'd he do: Commence the Beau, | 


The wounded Strephon now behold, 
Array'd in Coat of Green and Gold, 
(Of which we ſomething might advance) 
The Sleeve was a-la-mode de France. 
We leave it here and haſte to tell, | 
How ſmartly round his Temples fell 
The modiſh Wig. Yet we preſume, | 


'Tho' ſome rude Soldier (doom'd to bear 
The Southern and the Northern Air, 
And walk through ev'ry kind of Weather) 


And 
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And tell us ſuch ſhou'd ne'er be wore, 
Unleſs you fought at Marſton- moor. 

His Perſon finiſh'd, now the Care 
Is to addreſs and gain the Fair : 
He purchas'd all the Songs of Note, 
And got the Lover's Cant by rote: 
He brib'd her Footmen and her Maids, 
And with his nightly Serenades | 
Her vaulted Roofs and Gardens rung : " 
For her he ogled, danc'd and ſung ; f | 
Was often at her Toilet ſeen, 
With Sonnets to the Paphian Queen : 
Then at her Feet dejected lying, j 
Praying, weeping, ſighing, dying. | 6 

« Was Celia kind?“ It ſhall be known: = 
D'ye think our Hearts are made of Stone? 
Yes, ſhe was kind, and to proceed, 

The Writings drawn and Friends agreed: 
Grave Hymen's ſacred Knot was ty'd, 
And Celia fair commenc'd a Bride. 

But I ſhall paſs the Wedding-day, : 
Nor ſtay to paint the Ladies gay, 0 
Nor Splendor of the lighted Hall, | 
The Feaſt, the Fiddles, nor the Ball : $ 
A lovely Theme "Tis true, but then „ 
We'll leave it to a ſofter Pen: | 
Thoſe tranſient Joys will fade too ſoon, 
We'll therefore ſkip the Honey-Moon. 

Twas half a Vear— It might be more, 
Since Celia brought her ſhining Store, 


Five 
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Five thouſand Pounds of Sterling clear, 
To bleſs the Manſion of her Dear. 

Some tell us Wives their Beauties looſe, 
When they have ſpoil'd their bridal Shoes: 
Some learned Caſuiſts make it clear, 

A Wite might pleaſe for half a Year: 
And others ſay, her Charms will hold 
As long as the ſuſpended Gold ; 

But that her Bloom is ſoon decay'd, 
And wither'd when her Fortune's paid. 

Now which of theſe was Celia's Caſe, 
(Tho! all are common to her Race) 

I ſhall not rack my Brains about, 
But leave the Learn'd to pick it out. 
This Huſband, whimſical and gay, 


Lov'd Muſic, Maſquerades, and Play, 


Woas one of thoſe moſt happy Elves, 
That doat upon their charming Selves : 
Who hating dull domeſtic Walls, 
Fly here and there as Fancy calls; 
Still in purſuit of ſomething new, 
Nor even to their Vices true. 
Miſtaken Strephon finds no more 
His Cel:a charming as before : 
Her Eyes Why, they have loſt their Fire: 
The Roſes on her Cheek expire. 


Her Shape — Tis alter'd ſtrangely, ſure; 


Her Voice no Mortal can endure. 
Then to the Park where Claudia rolls 


Her Eyes to fiſh for ſhallow Souls: 


Or 
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Or at the Play he muſt appear, 1 
For lovely Lindamine is there : i 
No mortal Belle fo fair as ſhe, 

If wretched Strephon was but free. 

I'th* Country he deludes the Morn 
With Ringwood and the hunting Horn : 
Perhaps may with his Deareſt dine, 

Then hey for Company and Wine; 

Wine that wou'd make an Hermit gay, | 
With Muſic intermix'd and Play. k N 
For Tables and for Cards they call: 
The Dice- box rattles in the Hall. | 

Now all are happy nor give o'er, ; 
Till Watches point to Number Four : | | 
Then ſee the Face of dawning Day: | | 
Here Lucy, „Where's your Lady, pray?“ 4 
* She's gone to reſt,” = There let her be, 

& Go make the crimſon Bed for me.“ = 
All this a while in Silence paſs'd, IG 
The Lady's Patience fail'd at laſt, , 

One Morning (ſo the Fates decree) 
Alone was fitting he and ſhe : : 
Not yet arriv'd the roaring Band, | 
Nor Rake nor Coxcomb was at hand. 

This bleſt Occaſion pleas'd the Fair, 1 
And with a mild and chearful Air, | / 
She thus began: My Strephon ſay, þ 
«© Why this dejected Face to Day? 

„Why art thou always croſs and dull, 


« Black 
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«© Black Diſcontent and Anger lies 
« Cloſe lurking in thy ſullen Eyes; 
© Thoſe Eyes that I with Sorrow fee 
« Diſguſted when they roll on me.” 

Here ceas'd the greatly injur'd Bride, 
And Strephon with a Bluſh reply'd : 
Why, Madam, I muſt own that you 
% Have Merit, (give the De'l is due) 
«© And was the Pleaſure of my Life, 
«© Before you wore the Name of Wife: 
« But Ma'm, the Reaſon was, I find, 
That while a Lover I was blind: 
4 And now the Fault is not in me, 
« *Tis only this — that I can ſee, 

& I thought you once a Goddeſs trim, 
The Graces dwelt on ev'ry Limb: 
« But, Madam, if you e'er was ſuch, 
« Methinks you're altered very much: 
As firſt (I beg your Pardon tho') 
«© You hold your Head extremely low: 
&« And tho' your Shape is not awry, 
« Your Shoulders ſtand prodigious high: 
&« Your curling Hair I durſt have ſwore, 
« Was blacker than the ſable Moor: 
« But now 1 find 'tis only brown, 
«© A Colour common through the Town: 
e *Tis true you're mighty fair — But now 
« I ſpy a Freckle on your Brow ; 
« Your Lips I own are red and thin, 
« But there's a Pimple on your Chin: 


Beſides 
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„ Beſides your Eyes are grey.—Alack |! 
Till now I always thought 'em black. 
&« Thus, Madam, I the Truth have told; 
« Tis true, I thank you for your Gold; 
«« But find in ſearching of my Breaſt, 
„That I cou'd part with all the reſt,” 
He ceas'd — And both were mute a-while, 
Till Celia anſwer'd with a Smile: 
6 Who would have thought, my Dear, ſaid ſhe, 
That Love was blind to this Degree 
« But in my Turn I'll own it too, 
That I'm as much deceiv'd as you: 
&« From hence let our Example ſhow 
« The gay Coquette and ſprightly Beau, 
&© That Love like theirs will never hold, 
«© Not tho' *tis rivetted with Gold: 
<« Let all the Youths to you repair 
&« For Counſel and to me the Fair : 
« *Twill help to make our Strephons wile, 
« And ſtop the Growth of tender Lies: 
« And more than Plato's moral Page 
« Inſtruct the Celia's of the Age. 
« But now, my Deareſt, as you ſee 
In mutual Hatred we agree, 
« Methinks 'tis better we retreat, 
«© Each Party to a diſtant Seat; 
& And tho' we value each the other, 
« Juſt as one Ruſh regards another ; 
« Yetlet us often ſend to hear, 
« If Health attend the abſent Dear: 


«c And 


% * 
- 
PA * 
22 —— 22 
* 


92 The Rival BROTHERS. 


& And tho' each other we would ſhun, 
« As Debtors do a hateful Dun, 

«© (Nor mind the crofling of a Street) 

« Yet let's be civil when we meet, 

« And live in ſhort like courtly Friends: 
4 They part — and thus the Story ends.” 


The RIVAL BROTHERS. 


By Mr. L E AP OR. 


E L 14 and l, to ſhare the vernal Gales, 
One Ev'ning wander'd ver the dewy Vales; 
Still was the Soul, and ev'ry Senſe was pleas'd, 
And the cool Heart from Care and Buſineſs eas'd: 
Arm lock'd in Arm with heedleſs Steps we rove, 
Round the fair Borders of a blooming Grove; 

' Reclin'd at Eaſe within the ſecret Shades, 

A lovely Bower held two fairer Maids, 

Soft Flavia one, with Cheeks of roſy Dye, 

And Sylvia famous for her ſtar-like Eye, 

Sylvia, whoſe Wit was vers'd in charming Wiles, 
Who often varied her Diſcourſe with Smiles : 
Love-tales ſhe told, ſome fictious and ſome true, 
The Subject various and her Stories new; 

Of Innocence oppreſs'd by mightier Wrong, 
And many Proofs ſhe drew from ſacred Song: 
When 
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When Flavia thus — behold the ling'ring Day 
Still paints yon Heavens with a filver Grey; 
And ſlothful Night with gentler Pace comes on, 
As if the liſten'd to thy charming Tongue: 
The Rival Brothers, let my Sylvia tell, 
How croſs they lov'd, and who untimely fell. 
Her Friend reply'd, Y ou ſhall not aſk in vain, 
Although the Story gives thy Sy, Pain: 
Then on her Cheek her iv'ry Hand ſhe laid, 
And with a Sigh began the lovely Maid. 
Long Time before our Fathers Lives began, 
There liv'd an antient and a worthy Man, 
Was long the Fav'rite of indulgent Fame 


For Wretches knew and bleſs'd Ciytiphon's Name, 


For in- born Goodneſs with ſoft Pity join'd, 
To form the Baſis of his godlike Mind. 
His temp'rate Soul was ne'er diſturb'd with Rage, 
But graceful bore the rev'rend Weight of Age: 
 All-bount'ous Heav'n had to his Share conſign'd 
A moderate Fortune with a peaceful Mind: 
His Dwelling ſeated on a riſing Hill, 
Was water'd round with many a cryſtal Rill : 
Gardens and Groves the ſmother'd Buildings 
ſcreen, 

Which look'd the Seat of ſome retir'd Queen, 
Sthania, toaſt of the admiring Land, 
The faireſt Virgin of the ſhining Band, 
Did to Clytiphon's Honour truſt her Charms, 
And gave her Beauties to his faithful Arms : 


Juſt without Pride, without Reluctance kind; 


But 
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But cruel Death, whoſe Buſineſs is to rend 
The pale-ey'd Matron from her weeping Friend, 
Had torn Cythania from his widow'd Side, 
And left her Spouſe to wail his conſtant Bride: 
Heav'n ſpar'd one Child to crown his feeble Age, 
To chear his Spirits and his Grief aſſwage: 
Sophinia precious to her Father's Mind, 
To her alone was ev'ry Wiſh confin'd : 
Nor did the Virgin leſs deſerve his Care, 
Her guiltleſs Soul was like her Perſon fair ; 
For Heav'n, to form this matchleſs Beauty, join'd 
Her Mother's Features to her Father's Mind ; 
Not op'ning Roſes nor the baſhful Day, 
Bluſh'd half ſo ſweetly as Sophinia gay: 
Her Eyes were dazzling and her Temples fair, 
And ev'ry Feature wore a ſmiling Air; 
For Wit and Learning ſhe out-ſtrip'd her Kind, 
Nor cou'd her Sex debaſe her noble Mind ; 
In Search of Knowledge ſhe wou'd ſpend the Day, 
And Judgment walk'd before her guiltleſs Way. 

Not many Furlongs from thoſe bliſsful Plains, 
Where good Clytiphon rul'd the happy Swains, 
There liv'd a wealthy and a worthy Peer, 
Lov'd by his Friends and to his Country dear; 
Laon the great in Valour juſtly fam'd, 
His Sons Lycander and Polyphon nam'd, 
Both noble Vouths and by their Friends admir'd, 
And Thirſt of Glory both their Hearts inſpir'd: 
Lycander's Form was fairer than his Mind; 
His Shape was faultleſs and his Brow ſublime, 

| His 
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His jetty Locks in mazy Ringlets run, 

And his bright Eyes were like a Morning Sun: 
Rays quick and fierce their ſubtle Light'nings fling, 
His Cheeks were freſher than the dawning Spring; 
But then as Tempeſts o'er the Ocean roll, 
Continual Paſhons tore his boiling Soul; 
Diſdainful, proud, with an imperious Will, 
Headlong he ruſh'd on unſuſpected III: 

Reaſon in vain oppos'd her ſacred Shield, 
And Virtue's ſelf muſt to the Whirlwind yield : 
Polyphon's Soul was of a gentler Kind, 
No rugged Storms cou'd ſhake his eaſy Mind, 
Still calm and pleaſant as the Ev'ning Skies, 
When not a Breeze through the ſtill Region flies: 
No gloomy Frowns a ſullen Heart betray, 
His Brow was thoughtleſs and his Air was gay: 
Theſe to Clytiphor's did their Sire attend, 
The pleaſing Manſion of their Father's Friend, 
With Lovers Eyes they both Sophinia view, 
As with her Years her riſing Beauty grew, 
With airy Hopes they nurs'd the rival Flame, 
And ſought with Gifts to win the ſmiling Dame; 
But ſhe too cautious to be ſoon betray'd, 
Their Merit balanc'd, and their Tempers weigh'd : 

Lycander's Fortune pleas'd the lovely Dame, 
His Power, Titles, and his riſing Fame; 
And the gay Maid beheld with early Pride, 
Laon's bright Heir attending at her Side: 
That Way wou'd oft her Vanity incline, 
But then her Reaſon fear'd his baſe Deſign : 

| Still 
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Still at her Heart the ſullen Doubt remains, 
And put a Period to the golden Dreams : 
Polyphon's Imzge on her Fancy ſtole 

With thouſand Beauties in his taintleſs Soul ; 
Clear as his Face and ſprightly as his Mien; 
Soft as his Voice, and like his Brow ſerene. 
Polyphon now the wav'ring Nymph admires, 
Nor thinks of Caſtles, "Towns, and ſhining Spires; 
Her changing Thoughts prefer an eaſy Home, 
And dwell with Patience on a younger Son. 
Lycander once her Fav'rite was, but now 

He meets Reſentment and a frozen Brow : | 

In vain to move the ſcornful Nymph he tries, 
With ſprightly Oaths and well diſſembl'd Lies: f 
His Form no more can pleaſe Sophinia's Eyes. 
Without Concern he met the Fair's Diſdain, 
Nor cou'd her Frown diſturb the haughty Swain: 
Conſcious of Merit he purſu'd her ſtill, 

And only thought her Tongue bely'd her Will : 
For Impudence, to Vice a truſty Squire, 

Who bears her Arms and fans her purple Fire, 
Had taught Lycander, that Affairs of Love 

Are not regarded in the Realms above ; 

That Oaths arelicens'd to addreſs the Fair, 
And Vows to Virgins but the Sport of Air ; 
That Maids are Merchandiſe, and may be ſold 
For charming Eloquence and mighty Gold, 


II. 
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A Grove there was, a venerable Shade, 
No hoſtile Iron durſt her Boughs invade, 
Whoſe lofty Pines for ſev'ral Ages grew, 

And rev'rend Oaks a hundred Winters knew: 
A cryſtal River wander'd half-way round, 
The reſt defended with a haſel Mound ; 

*T was here to ſhun Lycander's jealous Eye, 
When Sol departed to the weſtern Sky; 

The ſly Sophinia us'd to leave her Maids, 
And meet Polyphon in the balmy Shades; 


While the proud Youth who found himſelf deſpis'd, 


His Perſon lighted and Polyphon priz'd, 
Grew wild with Love and deſp'rate with Deſpair, 
And vow'd Deſtruction to the gentle Pair : 
No quiet Hour his ſurly Spirit knows, 
Nor Reſt by Day-light or at Night Repoſe : 
Cold to his Friends, and if they aſk his Care, 
He only anſwers with a ſullen Glare, 

One Ev'ning when the ſparkling Sun withdrew, 
And thirſty Flowers ſip'd the grateful Dew; 


When this fair Grove had put on all her Charms, 


And Zephyrs play'd amidit her curling Arms ; 
Sophinia weary of the ſultry Day, 

To the cool Foreſt took her lonely Way, 
Attentive only to the Linnets Song, 

No Ill ſhe thought of, and ſhe fear'd no Wrong : 
Pleas'd with the Glories of the ſmiling Year, 
For guilty Minds are only taught to fear, 
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The well-known Path her willing Feet purſue 
Through the brown Shade, where in the Centre 
grew 
A Row of Laurels crown'd with laſting Green, 
And ſofter Beech and flow'ring Roſe between : 
Here in a fatal Hour Sophinia came: 
For proud Lycander watch'd the lovely Dame : 
Revenge and Love at once his Boſom fire ; 
His broad Eyes flaſh with more than mortal Fire: 
Then to his Friends the raging Hero flew, 
His Friends a thoughtleſs and a wanton Crew, 
Whoſe ſlothful Hands were backward, as their 
Will, 

In Virtue's Cauſe, but reſolute in Ill: 
To theſe the Youth diſclos'd his raſh Deſign, 
His glad Companions in th* Adventure join, 
That ſome well practis'd in the Ruffians Trade 
Shou'd bear Sophinia from the ſilent Shade: 
The Miſchief pleas'd, yet none propos'd the Way, 
Tho' ſhort the Time and dang'rous the Delay: 
In ſtill Suſpence the liſt'ning Heroes ſtand, 
Till with rude Voice Mirantbus thus began: 
&« A Caſtle has for many Cent'ries ſtood, 
“ Within the Confines of the neigh*bring Wood, 
&« Whoſe gloomy Arches ſeem diſpos'd to hide 
« Offended Subjects from a Tyrant's Pride. 
« And often ſhe has lent her hoſtile Tow'rs, 
« The guilty Refuge of rebellious Pow'rs : 
« Here let your Friends this peeviſh Girl convey, 
« And keep her ſecret from the Face of Day. 

„ Thoſe 
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“ Thoſe Doors with iron Eloquence ſhall plead 

« Your mighty Paſſion to the ſcornful Maid: 

« You have what my unready Thoughts deſign'd, 

« The haſty Dictates of a ruſtic Mind, 

ce A Mind inur'd to Wars and rude Alarms, 

& UnſkilPd in Love and Beauty's ſofter Charms:“ 

He ceas'd= Applauſe was ſeen in ev'ry Eye, 

And Peals of Laughter rent the troubl'd Sky; 

Two fav'rite Heroes ſingl'd from the Crew, 

With hoſtile Feet that ſacred Path purſue ; 

Whoſe winding Maze betray'd the ſmiling Bow'r, 

That held Sophinia in a baneful Hour: 

The heedleſs Virgin on a Bank they found, 

Where the faint Primroſe ſpreads her Odours 
round, 

And nodding Poppies ſeem'd to kiſs the Ground. 

With frighted Eyes the trembling fair One ſees 

Their ſurly Figures through the parting Trees; 

But yet ſhe roſe collected in her-Fear, 

*T was vain to call and no Aſſiſtance near: 

Then from the Ground ſhe rais'd her beauteous 
Eyes, 

And weeping turn'd them on the pitying Skies: 

Aſſiſt me Heaven and heavenly Pow'r, ſhe cries, 

You Saints that hover round celeſtial Springs, 

O take and wrap me in your ſacred Wings; 

I ſee black Violence come frowning on, 

But may Lycander mourn the dear-bought Wrong; 

Ah hear, Sophinia, in this fearful Hour; 

And fave, O fave me from a Villain's Pow'r. 


2 | But . 
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To bear Reproaches from the injur'd Maid: 
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But now a Slave whom Beauty neꝰ er cou'd charm, 
Drew nigh and ſeiz'd her by the iv'ry Arm: 
Through untrod Paths they bore the ſtruggling 

Maid | 
To thoſe rude Towers where Lycander ſtay'd ; 
A diſmal Dwelling hid by waving Trees, 
So thick they ſcarce admit the healthy Breeze, 
On whoſe black Walls condenſing V apours hung, 
Whoſe lofty Spires hardly knew the Sun: 
His Beams ne'er enter'd here, but in the Room q 
Perpetual Coldneſs and eternal Gloom : 
Here the pleas'd Youth his charming Prey ſecures, 
And round his Pris'ner ſhut the plated Doors ; 
Then left the Virgin to herſelf, nor ſtay'd 


Fierce as he was, he like a Coward flies 

The Rage that ſparkl'd in her glowing Eyes; 

But when he thought the dang'rous Storm was 
0, -.. 

Again he ſought thoſe Eyes he fled before, 

Like ſome pale Wretch impatient for his Doom, 

His fearful Steps approach'd the hallow'd Room; 

For rifing Conſcience now her Taſk began, 

And guilty Bluſhes through his Features ran : 

Unuſual Horrors o'er his Paſſage hung, 

At ev'ry Step the ſounding Portals rung : 

Before the Door he took a ſilent Stand, 

And the pale Taper trembl'd in his Hand: 

A hollow Voice Lycander ſeem'd to call, 

And Shadows danc'd along the gloomy Wall: 


His 
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His haughty Spirit was at this diſmay'd, 
Lycander trembl'd, and was once afraid: 
Why beats my Heart, my Coward Heart, he cries; | 
And why this Miſt before my dazzl'd Eyes: 
Sophinia's mine, and I will ſeize my Store, 
If thouſand Spectres guard the awful Door, 
Then ruſhing in, the lovely Dame he found 
In ſullen Poſture and in Thought profound: 
The wonted Roſes from her Cheeks were fled, 
On her fair Hand reclin'd her beauteous Head: 
With Flattry firſt he tip'd his artful Tongue, 
And ftrove to palliate and excuſe the Wrong ; 
Let not Sophinia, with a Smile he cries, 
Think we have ſeiz'd her as a hoſtile Prize; 
The Fault we owe to this unconquer'd Flame, 
Love was the Aggreſſor, and be his the Blame. 
Truſt not thy Reaſon to a haughty Guide, 
Nor call that Honour which is only Pride : 
Honour a pageant Miſtreſs of the Vain, 
The Virgin's Tyrant and the Hero's Chain ; | 
If ſparkling Wealth can pleaſe thy brighter Eyes, 
The Mines of Perſia at thy Feet ſhall riſe, 
And when thy Chariot marks the duſty Fields, 
Full thirty Slaves ſhall grace the ſhining Wheels: 
For thee the Eaſt ſhall yield her ſpicy Bow'rs, 
And ſweeter Baths diſtil from weeping Flow'rs ; 
Then ſmile, my Fair One, and be timely wife — 
The Maid reply'd, and roll'd her ſcornful Eyes : 
Hence, fawning g Traitor, why wouldſt thou be told, 
How much I hate thy Perſon and thy Gold ? 
1 Miſtaken 
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Miſtaken Nature with too nice a Care, 

In vain has ſhap'd thee in a Mould fo fair: 

Vice will be Vice howe'er *tis poliſh'd o'er ; 

Thou Villain, dare to meet my Eyes no more. 
Thoſe gloomy Birds that love the midnight Air, 

And hover round the Manſions of Deſpair ; 

When to their Shrieks the hollow Roofs rebound, 


And the hoarſe Raven aids the dreadful Sound; 


Tho'howlingWolvesſhou'd with their Voices join, 
Are leſs offenſive to my Ears than thine : 


Beyond my Hate, if yet a Thought remain, 


To make thy Spirit curſe the galling Chain ; 

If with thoſe Thorns that Love's ſoft Empire 
bounds, 

Succeſsful Rivals give the deepeſt Wounds : 

I love thy Brother, and, if that can be, 

With Paſſion equal to my Hate for thee. 

She ſaid — And Rage poſſeſt Lycander's Soul, 

His pale Lips tremble and his Eye-balls roll : 

Three times he rais'd a Dagger to her Breaſt, 

But mighty Love his daring Hand ſuppreſs'd ; 

And now ſhrill Cries invade his wond'ring Ears, 

The Noiſe of Battle and the Claſh of Spears; 

Starting he turn'd, nor ſtaid to make Reply, 

Tho' Fury ſparkl'd in his threat'ning Eye: 

To Arms his Friends in mingled Voices call, 


And Danger hover'd o'er the frowning Wall. 


III. 
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III. 


In that ſad Hour, when the affrighted Maid 
Was drawn by Villains from the mourning Shade, 
Polyphon to th' appointed Foreſt came; 
He reach'd the Bower, but he miſs'd the Dame; 
Through balmy Paths with infant Roſes bound, 
Where bluſhing Daiſies ſtrew the painted Ground; 
He rov'd, impatient of the Nymph's Delay, 

And often doubted to return or ſtay : 

By chance he turn'd his mournful Eye, and ſees 
His Friend Acanthus through the parting Trees: 
The Youth drew nearer with an eager Pace ; 
Amazement hover'd on his boding Face; 

And thus impatient to Polyphon ſaid, 

Where is S2zphinza, where thy darling Maid? 
This Ev ning reſtleſs, tho' I know not why, 
When ſetting Phebus ſtain'd the weſtern Sky, 
To theſe ſweet Shades I took my heedleſs Way, 
To ſhare the Fragrance of declining Day : 
Alone and penſive as I wander'd here, 

A Woman's Voice ſurpris'd my liſt'ning Ear; 
To yon rude Tow'rs I trac'd the ſinking Sound, 
Till the ſtill'd Qutcries were in Diſtance drown'd: 
What think you now? I fear ſome threat'ning Ill 
From headitrong Paſſions and imperious Will: 
I fear Sophinia and yourſelf betray'd, 

I know your Brother loves the beauteous Maid, 

Then hear my Vows, the frantic Lover cries, 
And turn'd his Eye-balls on the glimm'ring Skies, 
© Hear 
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Hear me, ye Pow'rs whoſe ſacred Hands ſuſtain 
Theſe Worlds of Nature in a mighty Chain; 

If my fierce Brother has preſum'd to bear, 
And from her Bowers force my injur'd Fair, 
Theſe wakeful Eye-lids ſhall no more be clos'd, 
This Spirit reſted, nor theſe Limbs repos'd ; 
This vengeful Rapier ſhall be ſheath'd no more, 
Till the rude Traitor ſhall his Prize reſtore : 

He ſaid, and raging left the gloomy Shade, 

Full of Reſentment for his injur'd Maid. 
Acanthus ſummon'd to a neighb'ring Plain 
Their Friends, a little, but a martial Train: 
Twice twenty Vouths their Gen'ral's Voice attend, 
And ſhare the Quarrel of their injur'd Friend. 
Polyphon pleas'd to ſee the aſſembl'd Pow'rs, 8 
Led his ſmall Squadron to the hoſtile Tow'rs: | 
The frowning Portals well ſecur'd they found, 

The gloomy Court with Centries guarded round ; 
Who ſpite of Reaſon and their Country's Laws, 
Were drawn to combat in a guilty Cauſe : 

The firſt of theſe Cyrenus, fair and young, 

Whoſe curling Locks below his Shoulders hung, 

Too raſhly bold encounter'd Hand to Hand, 

Fierce Polyarchus of Polyphon's Band: 

The pointed Jav'lin ſped beneath his Chin, 

And ftreaming Purple ſtain'd his beauteous Skin : 

His very Cheeks are waſh'd with deeper Dyes, 

And laſting Slumber ſeals his ſwimming Eyes ; 

This piteous Sight enrag'd the vicious Train, 

But moſtly Iphis Brother of the lain ; 


—— ” 


Revenge, 
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Revenge, he cry'd, and hurl'd his deathful Dart; 
It hiſs'd along, but miſs'd the Hero's Heart, 
Deſpairing, raging, on the Youth he flew, 
While down his Forehead roll'd the ſultry Dew: 
Blows anſwer Blows, and round their Temples 
ſing | 

The glancing Weapons, and the Bucklers ring : | 
Aloof they fight, or now in Circles wheel'd, 
Each thought to conquer, both diſdain to yield ; 
Till Polyarchus with a ſide-way Blow 
Tranſpierc'd the Liver of his heedleſs Foe : 
He drew the Weapon from his tortur'd Side, 
The gaping Wound diſgorg'd a purple Tide: | 
His Eyes turn'd upward with a ghaſily Roll, | 
Headlong he fell and groan'd away his Soul. 

Nov Joy tranſported the victorious Throng, 
With Poljarchus all the Welkin rung: 
Applauſe and Clamour ſhook the trembling 

Ground ; 

Lycander heard and curs'd the hated Sound : 
| Griev'd for his Friend he with the fore moſt preſs'd, 
| And all their Lances glitter round his Breaſt ; 
But the ſtrong Shield their Points at diſtance holds, 
Where two fair Eagles ſpread their Wings in Gold; | 
A weighty Spear his better Hand ſupplies, | 
And livid Light'nings ſparkle in his Eyes.. 
Vinario firſt ſuſtain'd the Warrior's Rage, 
The beauteous Darling of his Father's Age; 
His tender Arm the deadly Spear arreſts, 
And tore his Shoulder from his iv'ry Breaſt ; 


Fs Tos 
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Too late his Friends to his Aſſiſtance run, 
For his black Eyes no more behold the Sun. 
Miranthus next did his bright Lance extend, 
A bluſt'ring Soldier and Lycander”s Friend: 
Him Merias met, old Meriander's Heir, 
The youthful Huſband of Lycoſia fair: 

Now borne untimely from his Father's Side, 
His ſmiling Fortunes and his lovely Bride : 
Juſt at his Hip the Steel an Entrance found, 
And tore his Bowels with a ghaſtly Wound : 
Back fell the Youth, his tinkling Arms reply; 


Loud Shrieks and Clamours rend the frighted Sky: 


Polyphon now with deadly Anguiſh ſtung, 
His ready Jav'lin at the Victor flung : 


Theerring Weapon with a whiſtling Sound 


Flewo'er hisHead,and plough'd thediſtantGround: 
Enrag'd to ſee the bloodleſs Point deſcend, 
And miſs the Vengeance for his bleeding Friend, 


His ſhining Eyes that did with Fury glow, 

He turn'd, and thus defy'd the ſtronger Foe : 
Hope not for Conqueſt, mighty Clown, he cries, 
From thy ſtern Viſage and gigantic Size: 

A little Arm, if Heav'n direct the Blow, 

May ſend thee howling to the Shades below: 
Slave, cries Miranthus with a ſtormy Glare, 
Go, waſh thy Face, and curl thy waving Hair, 
Thy coward Heart belies thy daring Tongue 
He ſpoke and drove his weighty Spear along, g 
The failing Miſchief on the Buckler ſung. 


Not 
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Not ſo Polyphon ſent his faithful Dart, 
The ſpeedy Vengeance reach'd the Hero's Heart; 
Down fell the Knight, his clanging Arms rebound, 
And his proud Soul came ruſhing thro' the Wound. 
Lycander ſaw, but turn'd his Eyes away, 
Where in the Duſt the mighty Soldier lay; 
Then like a Whirlwind ruſh'd the Youth along, 
And ſought his Brother in the hoſtile Throng : 
Polyphon's Spear his frantic Hand arreſts, 
And hurl'd the Weapon at its Owner's Breaſt ; 
The miffive Death deceiv'd his bloody Hand, 
Its thirſty Point lay ſhiver'd in the Sand : 
Suſpence and Horror held the martial Crew, 
And the ſick Moon receiv'd a paler Hue: 
The Stars retired from the hated Sight, 
And wrap'd their Glories in the Clouds of Night, 
Polyphon cry'd, O ſtay thy hoſtile Arm, 
The Name of Brother wears a potent Charm: 
Our Mother did in Youth's fair Bloom expire, 
And left us Infants to our tender Sire; 
And till Sophinia blew this deadly Flame, 
Our Fears were equal, and our Hopes the ſame ; 
The ſame our Pleaſures, and the like our Woes, 
We ſlept together and as fondly roſe ; 
Then let, O let not murd'rous Rage divide 
Our Hearts, but lay thoſe threat'ning Arms aſide: 
Let ranc'rous Hate poſſeſs our Souls no more, 
Thou to her Friends the beauteous Maid reſtore ; 
Then let her Voice our rival Cauſe decide, 
And him ſhe favours wed the ſmiling Bride: 

He 
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He ſaid; but Rage had ſtop'd Lycander's Ears; 
Baſe Slave, he cry'd, thou Child of puny Fears, 
Not Laon's Son, thy Soul diſclaims her Race, 
My Mother ne' er produc'd a Thing fo baſe, 
Some fairy Elf or treach'rous Nurſe beguil'd 
My ſleeping Parents of their lawful Child : 
Then in his Place her Dunghill Offspring laid, 
And my young Brother to her Hut convey'd : 
This was thy Mother coarſer than her Fate, 
And thou the Son of her plebeian Mate: 

Here ceas'd the Y outh—for Action ſpoke the reſt, 
And hurl'd a Jav'lin at Polyphon's Breaſt : 

His Shield receiv'd it with a ſmart Rebound, 
The miſſive Weapon trembl'd on the Ground; 
Now Hand to Hand the rival Vouths engage, 
Lycander burn'd with more than mortal Rage: 
Black Fury roll'd in each relentleſs Eye, 

Both fought to conquer or reſolv'd to die; 


But now Lycander, tho' with Hate inſpir'd, 


By Fits was fainting and by Fits reſpir'd: 

Pobphow s Sword a fatal Paſſage found, 

Beneath his Arm a deep and ghaſtly Wound; 

Stagg'ring he dropp'd, and graſp'd the bloody 

Ground, 

Yet as he liv'd, without a Groan he fell, 

Nor drew a Sigh, but only cry'd, *Tis well ; 

Tis well, my Fury with my Life ſhall end: 

Farewel, my Brother, and at laſt my Friend; 

By our dear Parent fee me quickly laid, 

Be thine the Conqueſt, thine the beauteous Maid ; 
He 
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He paus'd, and then with feebler Accent cries, 
My Friends Farewel, and clos'd his ſwimming 
Eyes : 
The mourning Victor bending o'er the ſlain, 
Eſſay' d to raiſe him, but eſſay'd in vain : 
His failing Arms reſign'd their feeble Hold, 
And Drops of Horror from his Temples roll'd : 
From each cold Cheek the bluſhing Beauty flies, 
And the Ground danc'd before his dazzI'd Eyes 
The weeping Youths, with friendly Force, divide 
The gentle Mourner from his Brother's Side ; 
Then Friends and Foes united gather round, 
And lift the bleeding Body from the Ground ; 
Some raiſe the drooping Head, and others preſs'd 
Their careful Arms around his manly Breaſt ; 
Tho with black Duſt and hoſtile Crimſon ſtain'd, 
Its native Fiercenefs ſtill the Face retain'd ; 
Back on his Shoulders fell his graceful Hair, 
And the grand Features wore a ſcornful Air, 
Now all too late the raſh Adventure blame, 
Pale Conqueſt ſigh'd and loath'd her hated Name; 
From the black Tow'rs their ſolemn Steps return, 


And both the Victors and the Vanquiſh'd mourn, 
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From a Story in the SPECTATOR, 


By GEORGE JEFFREYS, E. 


OnsTANTIA, now a Saint, was heav'nly 
fair, 
Her Sex's Pride, and Theodoſius Care; 
Whoſe Paſſion told and by Degrees approv'd, 
She frown'd, ſhe bluſh'd, ſhe liſten'd and ſhe lov'd. 
This Pair renown'd for Beauty and for Truth, 
The Fruit of Virtue in the Flow'r of Youth, 
Awhile the Sweets of young Deſire (enjoy'd 
In unſuſpected Innocence) employ'd : 
Succeſhve Years their mutual Ardour nurs'd, 
New Charms diſcover'd, and improv'd the firſt, 
But oh the Fate of Love with Faith profeſs'd 
So rarely found, and yet more rarely bleſs'd ! 
Of noble Anceſtry the Lover came, | 
But wanting Wealth to traffic for the Dame, 
Her Father's churliſh Heart in vain aſla.1'd : 
He laugh'd at Titles where Revenues fail'd, 
Reſolv'd his Daughter's ſecret Soul to try, 
Intently on her Face he fix'd his Eye, 
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And held her Hand And can it be? he ſaid, 

Dares Theodoſius hope to ſhare thy Bed ? 

He dares : Thy leaping Pulſe and bluſhing Face 

Speak his Prefumption and thy own Diſgrace. 

Good Heaven ! what Magic has bewitch'd my 
Child, 

By nothing but Deſert and Birth beguil'd ? 

For where's the Boy's Eſtate to ballance mine? 

Land to match Land? and Coin to heap on Coin? 

I paſs the Feuds between his Sire and Me, 

But never can forgive his Poverty. 

Have you his Heart ? retain the worthleſs Stake, 

That only Preſent he had Pow'r to make. 

Nay, grant you ſtood engag'd by ſolemn Vow ; 


Ev'n there the Learn'd a wiſe Reſerve allow: 


Fondly *twas made when none but him you knew, 
And only binds you till a wealthier ſue ; 
By far a wealthier (thank your Father's Care) 
Soon ſhall you wed in old Antonio's Heir: 
Of gen'rous Soul and gentle Blood is he, 
Predeſtin'd yours by Fate's unchang'd Decree { 
Go; learn your Duty there by firſt obeying me. 3 
He ceas'd : Conſtantia pale, without Reply 
Receiv'd her Doom; as Wretches loth to dye, 
When ſternly warn'd of Diſſolution near, 
Reſign'd and mute the doleful Sentence hear. 
But when th' abandon'd Lover, forc'd to part 
From her who long had rul'd his faithful Heart, 
Heard of a Rival, and the Marriage made 
The Day ev'n fix d, nor by the Fair delay'd ; 
What 
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AND 
Siſter CONSTANCE, 


From a Story in the SPECTATOR. 


By GEORGE JEFFREYS, Ez; 


OnsTANTIA, now a Saint, was heav'nly 
fair, 
Her Sex's Pride, and Theodoſius Care; 
Whoſe Paſſion told and by Degrees approv'd, 
She frown'd, ſhe bluſh'd, ſhe liſten'd and ſhe lov'd. 
This Pair renown'd for Beauty and for Truth, 
The Fruit of Virtue in the Flow'r of Youth, 
Awhile the Sweets of young Deſire (enjoy'd 
In unſuſpected Innocence) employ'd : 
Succeſſive Years their mutual Ardour nurs'd, 
New Charms diſcover'd, and improv'd the firſt, 
But oh the Fate of Love with Faith profeſs'd 
So rarely found, and yet more rarely bleſs'd ! 
Of noble Anceſtry the Lover came, | 
But wanting Wealth to traffic for the Dame, 
Her Father's churliſh Heart in vain affa.!'d : 
He laugh'd at Titles where Revenues fail'd. 
Reſolv'd his Daughter's ſecret Soul to try, 
Intently on her Face he fix'd his Eye, 
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And held her Hand And can it be? he ſaid, 

Dares Theodoſius hope to ſhare thy Bed ? 

He dares : Thy leaping Pulſe and bluſhing Face 

Speak his Preſumption and thy own Diſgrace. 

Good Heaven ! what Magic has bewitch'd my 

Child, 

By nothing but Deſert and Birth beguil'd ? 

For where's the Boy's Eſtate to ballance mine? 

Land to match Land? and Coin to heap on Coin? 

I paſs the Feuds between his Sire and Me, 

But never can forgive his Poverty. 

Have you his Heart? retain the worthleſs Stake, 

That only Preſent he had Pow'r to make. 

Nay, grant you ſtood engag'd by ſolemn Vow ; 

Ev'n there the Learn'd a wiſe Reſerve allow: 

Fondly *twas made when none but him you knew, 

And only binds you till a wealthier ſue ; 

By far a wealthier (thank your Father's Care) 

Soon ſhall you wed in old Antonio's Heir: 

Of gen'rous Soul and gentle Blood is he, 

Predeſtin'd yours by Fate's unchang'd Decree | 

| Go; learn your Duty there by firſt obeying me, J 

He ceas'd : Conſtantia pale, without Reply 

Receiv'd her Doom; as Wretches loth to dye, 

When ſternly warn'd of Diſſolution near, 

Reſign'd and mute the doleful Sentence hear. 
But when th* abandon'd Lover, forc'd to part 

From her who long had rul'd his faithful Heart, 

Heard of a Rival, and the Marriage made 

The Day ev'n fix d, nor by the Fair delay'd ; 

What 
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What Wit can paint the raving Vouth's Diſtreſs? 
Wit cannot paint, and only Love can gueſs. 

By doubtful Moons along the gloomy Shade | 
Of Woods, reſounding his Laments he ſtray'd: 
And every Flood and every Hill bewail'd 
Conſtantia loſt ; Conſtantia every Vale. 

To the ſmouth Beach or Myrtle as he came, 

Carv'd with the fond Memorial of his Flame, 

He ſtopp'd and kneel'd, and kiſs'd Conflantia's 
Name. 

Stretch'd on the Ground he lay in dumb Deſpair, 

Then ſtarting furious up invok'd the Fair, 

Or rais'd his Eyes to Heav'n, as begging Pity 

| there. | | | 

Or chas'd her all in vain o'er Lawns and Streams, 

In Viſions of Affright and fancy-lab'ring Dreams. 

By Stealth at length, of every Hope bereft, 

In dead of Night his native Home he left, 

| The News like Lightning to Con/kantia fled, 

By Meſſage from his Sire on Meſſage ſped 

To ſeek him there. And is he gone? ſhecry'd, 

Unknown his Way, and dark Deſpair his Guide ? 

For ever gone! When to confirm her Thought, 

Theſe Words in Writing from the Youth were 
brought. 

Forgive a Grief too artleſs to indite: 

& ] could not ſpeak, and tremble while I write. 

O my Conflantia, how am I diſtreſs'd ! 

Has Theodoſius dream'd ? and was he bleſs'd ? 

cc Say , 
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« Say, can live, and ſee your Angel Charms 

« The Right, the "Treaſure of another's Arms? 

“O my Conftantia ] but I muſt reſign : 

« Yet once I thought, and ſtill muſt call you 
e mine: 

6 Isita Crime? Be witneſs every Grove 

„Where we no more ſhall meet and talk of 
&« Love! 

&* Ah, cruel Memory of paſt Delight! 

gut ſoon it will be kind and kill me quite. 

„ Farewel be happy — and for me—alas ! 

* Forget that ever Theodoſuus was. 

She read, and fainted. To her Aid they ran: 
She breath'd at laſt, and wildly thus began. 

Nay Theodsſjus, turn; ah! turn thee now: 
They forc'd me once: but oh my Soul ! I vow 
By all thy Wrongs—where art thou? ha! undone! 
Self- murder'd! Mercy, Heav'n! for I had none. 
Away! and let me have a Vent for Grief — 
For Rage - for Blood nor dare to name Relief, 
Would ye give That? recall the flying Hours, 
Give Life to Clay, and Yeſterday to Flow' rs. 
Or ſince *tis paſt th' irrevocable Doom, 

Conduct me quickly to my Lover's Tomb : 

Alas I rave, for oh ! no Tomb has he, 

A Prey to Wolves as pityleſs as me. 

Baſe that I was, and Trayt'reſs to reſign, 

Dear Thheodoſius, what was only thine : 

For thine, before my Father's hard Command, 

Thine was my Heart by Love, by Vow my Hand: 
This 
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This Hand on which thou haſt ſo often ſwore, 
Warm'd it with Sighs, with Kiſſes run it o'er; 
Thou wer't all Love, thou wer't, but art no 
more. 
Then hear, oh hear me Earth and Heav'n above; 
And chiefly thou my poor departed Love: 
To thee, to thee I call ; by thee J ſwear, 
Low as the Duſt, and ſoon to moulder there: 
By the dear Love of thy unpractis'd Youth, 
Its artleſs "Tranſports, and prevailing Truth; 
Ev'n by the Love that wing'd thy deſp'rate Flight 
To Realms unknown and everlaſting Night; 
By its laſt Wound that to my Soul appears 
Streaming with Blood, as theſe poor Eyes with 
Tears, 
Shed now too late; by that avenging Pow'r, 
At whoſe dread Altar, in a treach'rous Hour 
I yielded to have been profanely fold 
An Offering to my Father's Idol, Gold. 
By all that's holy, dreadful, dear, and good, 
I'll ne'er become the Purchaſe of thy Blood: 
No Time ſhall change me, and no Hand ſhall 
Join: 
I was, I am, I will be only thine. 
With ſuch Sincerity and Warmth denied, 
The hateful Project of her Nuptials died. 
Mov'd by Convenience rather than Deſire, 
The Lover ſoon was pacified; the Sire 
Gain'd his chief Point, and kepthis Hoards entire. 
The 
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The Widow'd Fair a ſolemn Mourning kept; | 
Whole Days ſhe faſted, and whole Nights ſhe | 
wept : 
Till by Degrees the Storm that toſs'd her Mind, 
Into a melancholy Calm declin'd : 
Forlorn at firſt, in Penitence and Prayer 3 
She ſought for Comfort, and ſhe found it there; | i 
Religion ſtamp'd her Sorrow-melting Heart 
Inſpir'd new Longings, and allay'd its Smart; 
And taught her wat*'ry Eyes again to ſhine, 
And tun'd her Soul a-new to Love divine ; 
If by Reſemblance of a Flame ſo chaſte, 
The preſent Paſſion might beguile the paſt. 
Thus, bent to travel for eternal Day, 
She choſe a Convent as the neareſt Way; 
Where Contemplation, free from Care and 
Noiſe, | 
In holy Solitude the Soul employs | 
To learn Heav'n's Laws, and antedate its Joys; 
To clear and fix our intellectual Eye, 1 
And wind Devotion up to Ecſtacy. al. 
Her Sire, who lik'd a Maintenance for Life, 4 
And deem'd a Nun leſs coſtly than a Wife, 
Pour'd ready Tears as ſhe her Mind reveal'd ; 
And Words like theſe his inward Joy conceal'd. 
Now may that Grace, which whiſpers thee 
within, 17 
And thus inſpires what to withſtand were Sin, 
Arm me with Chriſtian Conſtancy to bear _, Me 
This ſudden Parting from a Child fo dear ; 4 4M 
Yet _ 


His dear Con/tantia made her tender Moan: 


\ 
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Vet when you go, as you, alas! have vow'd, 
You'll chuſe a Nunnery that's well endow'd. 
Loft to the World in a propitious Hour, 
My Child ſhall fave her Soul—and I her Dow'r, 
He ſoftly added. She, as Cuſtom taught, 
E'er yet recluſe, a ghoſtly Father ſought 
Her ſad, ſincere Confeſſion to receive, 
Her Doubts reſolve, her Agonies relieve; 
A Father with diſtinguiſh'd Graces crown'd ; 
And whom ſhe ſought, in Theodgſius found. 
Her Theodoſius, doom'd for Years to paſs 
As dead with her, (and dead to her he was, 
To her and to the World) by Heav'n inſpir'd, 
To Convent Shades and holy Life retir'd. 
For as the Mind, on new Purſuits employ'd 
In room of loſt Delights, abhors a V oid, 
So this fair Soul, denied its firſt Deſire, 
Found a freſh Object to engage its Fire; 
Wean'd from the World by Woe, it fix'd above, 
Exalted on the Wings of heav'nly Love. 
Learn'd, holy, wiſe, of venerable Fame, 
(But Father Francis was his borrow'd Name) 
Long had he now the ſacred Veſtment wore; 
And ne'er inquir'd, (for fo reſolv'd he ſwore) 
Ah! could he ne'er have thought of loſt Con- 
flantia more | 
To him in his religious Weeds unknown 
(His hooded Head was ſhav'd, and Beard o'er- 
grown) 


To 
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To him, her once-adoring Slave, ſhe kneel'd, 

And in theſe Words her lab'ring Soul reveal'd, 
If, holy Father, to be here diſtreſs'd 

Seals the repenting Soul to heav'nly Reſt, 

There's Hope for me in that immortal State, 

For I, alas! am moſt unfortunate : 

O were that all, I might my Tale purſue | 

Without a Bluſh, but I am guilty too, i 

Excuſe theſe Tears : The Memory of One, 

By too much Love, and Love of me undone, 

One whom I lov'd, be witneſs Heav'n, how dear 

You ſeem diſturb'd, and I ſhall tire your Ear, 

But Grief is eas'd by Freedom to complain : 

Ah wretched Freedom ! Eaſe indulg'd in vain ! 

What ſhall I ſay ?—my. Father's dire Decree, 

And Tyrant Duty, rent my Love from me : 

Another then his hated Vows addreſs'd ; 

To him, (but ſpare my Shame, and gueſs the reſt) 

I, Coward I conſenting to be bound, 

Gave my deſpairing Youth his mortal Wound; 

For oh he diſappear'd at once, but I 

Have ſurer Proof, his dying Legacy. 

Read, and imagine what that Letter meant, 

(A Letter here ſhe gave) the laſt he ſent; 

See there how fatal my Refuſal prov'd! 

How much he bore ! how tenderly he lov'd ! 

And oh! if Love, if Pity e'er you felt, 

(For you can weep, and you begin to melt) 

Let me indulge a Grief ſo juſtly due: 

My Theodofius ! ab too fond ! too true 


In 
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In his dear Loſs my Crime at full appear'd ; 

And think not, can you think I perſever'd ? 

No Father, no : believe it by the Vow 

That brings me a devoted Virgin now ; 

By —— ſhall 1 add my Tears? Alas they flow'd 
Ev'n when I poorly broke the Faith I ow'd, 

I ftill unmarried have his Fate bewail'd: 

His Prayers were fruitleſs, but his Blood prevail'd, 

In Cloiſters now my Days that yet remain 

I mean to end; and then I end my Pain: 

But ſhall I end it then ? the purging Fires, 

My guilty, blood-polluted Soul requires, 
Flaſh in my Face: ah Father, aid me here; 
Is there a Way on Earth to waſh me clear ? 
And make that ſpectre Conſcience diſappear ? 
What ſhall I do the Throne of Grace to ſee, 
And Mercy's Wings diſplay'd to ſhelter me ? 
By daily Penance will I purge my Stain, 
And pray and weep, and faſt and pray again: 
Poor my Attire, and courſe ſhall be my Bread ; 


The Brook my Beverage, and the Ground my 


Bed. 

Such is the thorny Path to Joys above : 
But can I ſhare *em with my periſh'd Love ? 
Or is he ſentenc'd to atone the Blow 
Of black Deſpair by never-ending Woe ? 
Who can believe a Forfeit fo ſevere ? 
Sure a forſaken Lover's Hell is here! 

O for a Glimpſe of Hope (would Heay'n impart 
So kind a Cordial to my fainting Heart) 


That 
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With trembling ſhook his Seat, and wept aloud. 


and Siſter CONSTANCE. 119 


That ftill, though diſtant far in Climes unknown, 

He drew this vital Air, and ſaw the Sun! 

Some Angel then might guide the Voice of Fame 

To carry to his Ears Conſtantia's Name; 

To tell the Pangs that for his Loſs I bore, 

Tho' I ne'er ſaw -I wou'd not fee him more: 1 

Love, kindling at that Face ſo dearly known, 15 10 

Might drive Religion from his ancient Throne, 0 

And hold no Vows ſo binding as his own. 

As thus Conſtantia told her moving Tale, 

The Father ſtarted and turn'd deadly pale : 

In deep Attention fix'd awhile he view'd 

The kneeling Fair ; a Gale of Sighs enſued, 

And Tears unbid: And ſtill the more he heard, 

By juſt Degrees the ſwelling Grief appear d, 

Till, guſhing in a Flood, it pour'd a-down his 
Beard. 

He ſmote his Breaſt, whence iſſued in a Croud 

Sobs, Murmurs, Groans; his Head to Earth * 
he bow'd, | 


Then in the broken Eloquence of Grief 
By Starts he gave, or ſtrove to give Relief. 


Why ſo o'erwhelm'd with Care? have better 
Cheer 


Your Heart's too tender — he you hold ſo dear 
I pity from my Soul but Heaven decreed — 


Wrath had its Hour, and Mercy muſt ſucceed, 
More Mercy far than your Offence can need; 


Tis 
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"Tis not ſo heinous —T pronounce you free — 
So may eternal Goodneſs deal by me. 

He could no more. Admoniſh'd to return 
The foll' wing Day, ſhe left him free to mourn : 
Home in the Bitterneſs of Soul he went, 

When thus confliting Paſſions found a Vent. 
What have I done? Conflantia faithful ſtill ! 
Heavens! we may mourn, though not diſpute 

your Will: 

How have ye tried me ! had I but delay'd 
Theſe Weeds I now could tear, the lovely Maid 
(Her I have ruin'd too) had then been mine; 
O ſuffering Saints] Fidelity divine! 
O Love! O Piety ! my rending Heart 
Obeys ye both; for each will have a Part, 
Yet neither be ſuffic'd : but *twas my Fate ; 
And thus, reſign'd, I fink beneath its Weight; 
Thus low and grov'ling on the Ground adore, 
With Heart as humble, Heaven's chaſtiſing Pow'r, 
How happy had I been, if curs'd alone 
But when I think what ſhe has undergone, 
The tender, dear, miſtaken, martyr'd Fair ! 
Will ſhe forgive the Grief I made her bear ? 
She will: She, only ſhe had Truth to grieve z 
And ſhe alone has Goodneſs to forgive. 

Thus paſs'd the Day, and reſtleſs thus the 

Night, | 
Drawn into mournful Length till dawningLight ; 
WhenSleep unſought return'd with ſweet Surpriſe, 
In kindlier Dews to bathe his weeping Eyes. 
In 
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In Sleep his anxious Soul purſued the Theme 
That fix'd its waking Thoughts, and form'd a 


Dream, 
Not idle, wild or dark, as thoſe that, bred 
From fuming Vapours, croud the ſickly Head; 
Or thoſe the jumbled Images create, 
That on capricious Fancy's Summons wait; 
But lively and diſtinct, the Meſſenger of Fate, 
Far in a Grove with fragrant Breezes cheer'd, 

Con/tantia by a chryſtal Spring appear'd : 
The chryſtal Spring receiv'd the Tears ſhe ſhed, 
And (bending o'er it as ſhe hung her Head, 
Prop't on her Hand) reflected him to View, 
As nearer ſtill with fancied Haſte he drew. 
Upſtarting pleas'd, with wide-extended Arms, 
In flowing Lawn that thinly veil'd the Charms 
Her panting Boſom half diſplay'd, ſhe ran, 
And weeping, ſmiling on her Love began. 
O dearer than the Light I view'd with Pain, 
Depriv'd of thee ſo long defir'd in vain | 
O ever preſent to my Mind! from whence 
Art thou reſtor'd to my deſpairing Senſe ? 
Life of my Life, and Balm of Suff' rings paſt, 
O welcome, welcome to my Arms at laſt ! 
But why ſo chang'd thy Form that ſcarce I trace 
The meagre Reliques of my Lover's Face? 
This Habit too? thy Head devoutly bare? 
Ah frantic Sally of unjuſt Deſpair ! 

Vol. II. G Lay 
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Lay not on my imagin'd Change the Blame; 

For, bate the Breaches in this tender Frame 

Impair'd by Grief for Thee, my Heart is {lil] 
the ſame ; 

True to the ſacred Vows enroll'd above, 

Thoſe mutual Ties of our once mutual Love, 

Why then? ah why ?—but yet we might retrieve, 

Would you repent what I can ſtill forgive. 

Away with theſe fantaſtic Weeds, delign'd 

For the lean Body and the brain-ſick Mind. 4 

Muſt Youth like thine be harraſs'd by the Call 

Of Midnight Bells, and pent within a Stall ? 

Can heav'nly Beings ſport with human Woe; 


And curſe us with Deſires we mult forego, 

Denied to taſte the Bleflings they beſtow ? | 

Juſt Nature would another Story tell; | 

Hear then her Voice, and guard her Franchiſe | 
well ; 

| For once let Fancy in the leaſt reſtrain 

| The lawful Freedom Reaſon ſhould maintain,“ 

| And never ſhall you bound her ſtill encreaſing | 2 
Reign. 

Truſt not in Pray'r, to plighted Faith untrue, 

Mi But pity me, and Heaven may pity you : 

1 Nor urge th' Engagement you ſo raſhly paſt; 

1 The Firſt to me abſolves you from the Laſt. 

| You thought me falſe; receive me free from | 
Stain; | 

The Cauſe is vaniſh'd, ſhall th' Effect remain? 

Behold 
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Behold, behold this unfrequented Grove, 1 
The kind Retreat of long- expecting Love: | 
How freſh the balmy Air! how gay the View! 


The Zephyrs Whiſper, and the Turtles Coo: 


Tis Nature's Voice; and all her Works cmploy 
Their choiceſt Pow'rs to court thy Soul to Joy. 94 
Haſte then to Joy, on Flow'ers embracing laid; bh 
Haſte, ere the Flow'rs our tranſient Emblems fade: | 
Yet a few Years, and then thou muſt reſign; 
Yet a few Hours, and Fate may cut thy Line: 
O ſnatch the Bleſſing now, for only now is 
thine, 7 

She ſpoke ; the Father eagerly eſſay'd 
Cloſe to his leaping Heart to claſp the Maid : 
Thrice he eſſay'd, but thrice the fleeting Fair, 
Deluding his Embrace, diffolv'd in Air, 

He almoſt wak'd with Anguiſh and Surprize: 
His Angel interpos'd and ſeal'd his Eyes; 
And, ſeeming, as he ſlept, to gaze around, 
Faſt by his Side again his Love he found : 
But now a Figure more Divine ſhe took, 
A Nun in Habit, and a Saint in Look: 
For through the Veil before her radiant Face, 
A Stream of Glory and angelic Grace, 
Ineffable as Heav'n from whence it came, 
Improv'd her Beauty, and refin'd his Flame. 
In Ecſtaſy he wept: When lo! a Voice 
Cried from a bright-deſcending Cloud, Rejoice ; 
Rejoice ye Lovers in the nuptial Tie, 


Advanc'd by Virtue to your kindred Sky! 
9 Here 
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Here ceas'd the Voice; and ſtrait the wond' ring 
Pair, 
Snatch'd on the golden Cloud aloft in Air, 
Diſdain'd the leſs'ning Globe, and wing'd their 
Flight, | 
Along th' zthereal Blue to heav'nly Light. 
The Skies unfolding pour'd a glorious Throng 
Of Saints and Angels, who, arrang'd along 
In Ranks, on either Side, began the bridal 
Song: ; 
And, as in Heav'n's azure Circuit echo'd round, 
So full the Quire, ſo lively was the Sound, 
He wak'd ; and liſt'ning lay a-while to hear 
The dying Notes that chim'd within his Ear, 
The Viſion mann'd his Soul, before diſmay'd, 
And rallied all her Pow'rs to Virtue's Aid: | 
Soft was his Accent, and ſerene his Look, 
When the returning Dame he thus beſpoke : 
Why droops Conſtantia, when ſhe means anon 
'To put her hallow'd Wedding Garment on ? 
Truſt my Experience, you prepare for Joy 
Too plenteous not to fill, too pure to cloy, 
There was a Time when I lamented too, 
The Son of Sorrow, and forlorn like you : 
But when, abandon'd to extreme Deſpair, 
I fled for Refuge to the Houſe of Pray'r, 
Retir'd from Hopes and Fears, from Noiſe and 
Strife, 
To taſte the calm Delights of Holy Life, 
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My ſecret Soul unutterably flow'd 

With Comfort from the Spring above beftow'd, 
And taught the World, no longer now its Slave, 
To grudge the ſolid Bliſs it never gave. 

Debarr'd from Sight (as Convent Laws ordain) 
We meet no more: But if, to eaſe your Pain, 
My meaning ought by Writing can impart, 

I promite a ſincere and willing Heart. 

For you my Vows ſhall Day by Day be made; 
My Care ſhall watch you, and my Council aid, 
To reconcile to Peace your wounded Soul, 

And urge your Chriſtian Speed to ſeize the Goal; 
To nearer View the heavenly Prize diſplay 
Clear the perplex'd, and ſmooth the rugged Way, 
Daughter farewell, Henceforward baniſh Cares : 
Heav'ns Goodneſs guide, and proſper all your 
Prayers. 
They parted, and the next ariſing Sun 

Saw her Profeſs'd : The Ceremony done, F 
Thus wrote the Father to the new-made Nun, 

« An Earneſt of the Comforts, that attend 
The late Performance of your Vow, I ſend: 
Your Jheodoſius lives: diſcharge the Weight 

Of Grief miſplac'd on his imagin'd Fate, 

The Father, whom fo feelingly you mov'd 
With your ſad Tale of Faith too well wo.. 
That Father is the Man whom once you lov'd : 
But to ſucceed to Paſſion pure and true, 

As yours has prov'd to me and mine to you, 
W here could it be but to our Maker due ? 
G 3 Then 
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Then lay no more ſucceſsleſs Love to Heart: 
Heav'n pains the Worſe to ſave the better Part; 
Diſpoſing, as a Father's Care requires, 
Both to our Good, though not to our Deſires. 
In Tyheodoſius let the Lover die; 
And Father Francis ſhall the Friend ſupply.“ 
Her Abbeſs brought the Note; Con/tantia 
knew 
The Hand familiar to her former View, 
Alarm'd with trembling Haſte ſhe read it o'er ; 
Then wonder'd at her Ignorance before: 
Now ſhe recall'd his Face, his Mein, his Tone ; 
But moſt his Sorrows might have made him 
known, | 
With lifted Eyes (thoſe Eyes by Stealth ſhe dried) 
She paus'd; then ſmiling, *tis enough! ſhe cried: 
He lives! he lives! and once again we meet! 
Heav'ns Ways are wond'rous, and its Mercies 
great: | 
Happy, too happy had we met before, 
With Comfort ſhall I live, and die with more. 
Thus, as when Argive Laws refus'd to grace 
Thoſe who with cqual Speed perform'd the Race, 
The conſecrated Garland, hung on high, 
Became an Off ring to the Deity ; 
So in this Courſe of Love fo fairly run, 
W here either was the Prize which neither won, 
God claim'd his great Prerogative to gain 
What both ſo dearly earn'd, but carn'd in vain. 
| Yet, 
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Yet, bound by Rules that mutual Speech de- 


nied, 
By often Writing they that Want ſupplied : 
| And ſtill the Letters, where they once were wrote 
Preſerv'd with Care, and with Devotion fraught, 
Read to the wond'ring Youth, their minds 1 


proves 
| Wiſe to convince, affectionate to move, | 
| The faireſt Copics of Scraphic Love. 
But, thus ere ten revolving Y ears were paſt, 


A raging Fever laid the Region waſte ; 

And, like the Flames that not the Temples ſpare, 

Surpriz'd, diſſolv'd the conſecrated Pair, 

The Father led the Way; but, ere he went, 

His Benediction, to the Siſter ſent 
| In moving Language with his parting Breath, 
Was brought her with the '1 idings of his Death. 

| Juſt on the Wing Conſlantig's Soul appear'd, 
When at the Nevrs her dying Head ſhe rear'd 
A joyful Luſtie o'er her Cheeks it ſpread, 
And kindled into Bloom the ſickly Red: 
Then falt'ring, with a faint low Voice ſhe ſaid: 
Our Courſe is run, and now for our Reward, : 

Since Grace perform'd what Nature found fo hard, 
This.only Boon my laſt Requeit J make; 
"I will pleafe his Ghoſt which I ſhall ſoon o'er- 
l | take; 

And ſure it cannot miſbecome the Vow, 

Which, binding but for Life, determines now. 

G 4 We 
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Ve ſiv'd aſunder; but within his Tomb 
Allow the Duſt of poor Con/tantia Room: 
In that cold Bed no new Divorce ſhall move 
Me from my Friend, Oh! let me ſay my Love. 
As after this her Soul no longer ſtaid, 
The ſame triumphant Day to Heav'n convey'd 
The blamelels Lover and the faithful Maid, 
At once to claim the Glory that awaits 
Their holy Lives and undivided Fates; 
Vhile Side by Side entomb'd their Bodies lie, 
And virtuous Fame embalms their Memory. 
ne ſoll'wing Lines their ſacred Marble 


keep. 
„Hence ye Profane! ye Fair and Pious 
„ weep |! 


„Here Father Francis, Siſter C:n/ance ſleep, 
7 Flames of Challe bats for Heav'nrehn'd 


And, jovely in their Lives, in Death they 
£c join boy OX 
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"HERE proud Augusta rears her hundred 
Spiros 
Among ſurrounding Clouds, Zelinda liv'd, 
C'er-ſhaded with the Wing of Heav'n, the Pride, 
The Glory of her Sex ! with Innocence, 


And 


— 
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And Eaſe, and Virtue crown'd : Love had in vain 

Aſſail'd her Heart, tho', daily at her Feet, 

Her fond Admirers kneel'd, and breath'd their 

Vows | 

With all the Warmth of Paſſion, all the Zeal 

That Conſtancy could boaſt ; with tim'rous Eye 

She view'd the gilded Snare, and underneath, 

Beheld the latent Woe; yet, gently ſhunn'd 

THY enamour'd Crowd, ev'n with a pityingGlance 

Diſmiſs'd the ſanguine Lover from his Hopes, 

And griev'd for all the Pains ſhe gave.- Her Soul 

Was form'd all ſweet and tender, free from Pride, 

Superior to her Sex's little Arts, 

A Ray of Heav'n, untainted, all refin'd 

From Vanity, or Vice:. An Angel knew 

No purer Thoughts, and all Humanity 

Breath'd in her Voice, and languiſh'd in her Eye: 

At ev'ry ſtranger Woe ſhe mourn'd, when, ſad, 

Dejected, loſt in melancholy Thoughts, 

Pale Sorrow imag'd its diſtracting Pangs, 

And told its tragic Tale; to ev'ry Tear, 

She weeping ſympathiz'd, to ev'ry Groan, 

She groan'd anew ; lovely in Grief, ſhe lean'd 

Attentive to its miſerable Moan, 

And, like the Voice of Heav'n, aſſwag'd its Pain: 

Where e'er ſhe went, a Murmer of Applauſe 

Was heard around her, and a thouſand Tongues 

VVere raptur'd in her Praiſe ; for Lenity, 

and Virgin Softneſs, dimpled all her Smiles, 

Youth glow'd upon her Cheek, with roſy Red 
G 5 Embloom'd, 
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Embloom'd, the Graces waited on her Step, 

And ev'ry Beauty heighten'd ev'ry Charm. 
Rear'd on ſuperb Auguſta's ruin'd Wall, 

A ſpacious Structure ſtands, the dread Retreat 

Of Phrenzy, where the Dæmon's midnight Howl 

Is heard tremendous, and unhappy Souls 

Beneath her Influence groan: The pompous Gate 

Proclaims her dire Abode, on either Side 

Appears a dumb Reſemblance of her Pow'r, 

In all its Energy of Woe: On this 


 Terrihe Madneſs, with diſtorted Face, 
And rolling Eye, raves furious, ſhakes his Chain, 


Swells ev'ry Muſcle, churns his Foam, and roars 

Beneath his Pangs: On this, with filent Thought, 

And inward Anguiſh, leans the penſive Wretch 

With Melancholy gloom'd, and ſecret Pain ; 

Languid his Limbs lye careleſs, fix'd his Eye, 

Immoveable his Form.---Within are ſeen 

The living, ſad Originals, to Cells, 

A! dark, forlorn, and horrible, confin'd; 

Wedded to Pain, incapable of Joy, 

Debarr'd from ſweet Society, condemn'd 

To Want, and Miſery ; to pine with Fear, 

Converſe with Groans, yell in the Rack 

Of vehement Deſpair, or die away 

Wich the Exceſs cf Grief ; Calamities 

That render Life a Burthen to the Soul, 

And loudly invocate the Grave for Eaſe. 
Here once Zelinda, wand'ring to indulge 

A melancholy Start of Temper, found 

A 
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A beauteous Youth, reclining on his Hand 

His drooping Head, involv'd in deepeſt Thought, 

And agonizing Muſe; Sorrow had pal'd 

His Cheeks, eclips'd his Eye, and grav'd the Marks 

Of Anguiſh on his Brow ; yet ſomething ſweet 

Still ſmil'd upon his Lip, and ſpoke his Soul, 

As noble as his Form: Zelinda figh'd 

With Pity, and Concern, and gradual felt 

A Stream of Tears o'erflowing as ſhe gaz d; 

When ſtarting from his Trance, the unhapyy 
VWretch 

Beheld the trickling Woe, the Angel Face, 

And with a curious Gaze ſurvey'd her Form: 

Encourag'd by his gentle Mood, the Fair 

Inquir'd the Series of his Pain, and ſooth'd 

His Agony. Wak'd by fo ſweet a Voice, 

He deign'd to ſpeak, but wept as he began. 

IT was ſuch a flattringFace, ſuch faithleſs Tears 
Were my Undoing. Oh! what heav'nly Charms 
Adorn'd her! ſmiling Miſchief ! dear Deceiver ! 
With ſoft Endearments, hony'd Eloquence, 

She held my Heart a Captive to her Will, 

And ſtamp'd her flatt'ring Image on my Soul: 
But are not you the lovely Ruin? Sure 

You are, the ſweet Undoer of my Joys! 

() turn away thoſe bright deluding Eyes, 

Thoſe perjur'd Lips, fo frequently forſworn; 
Oh, do not, do not tempt me to thy Arms 
Anew, for there I found my Bane : Alas 

She weeps, the beauteous Falſhood weeps, to hear 


The 
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The Miſery ſhe made !---But *tis not her, 
Clezra cannot weep.---O Heav'ns, how gay 
I haiPd the dawning Light, the riſing Morn, 
Long doom'd to lead on all my future Joys; 
When ſhe, Ingrate, forgot her ſacred V ow, 
And to my Rival gave my Hopes away. 
---Perdition blaſt that luckleſs Morn, thro” each 
Returning Year ; may not one chearful Ray 
E'er gild its melancholy Hours; *twas Death, 

*T was Death to me---'twas Happineſs to him. 
---But haply now her ever-changing Heart, 
Has roam'd from him---'tis ſo---and now, like me, 
He mourns in vain, Hark! how he groans? poor 

Wiretch |! 
His Pains are ſtrong upon him! Now, too late, 
He curſes his believing Soul, and begs 
Of wrathful Heav'n, the Ruin of her Charms. 
-=-Still, ſtill ſhe weeps, how well the flatt' ring 
Drops 
Become ſo fair a Face? Dear Syren ! lov'd 
Enchantreſs ! Are thoſe Tears thy own? Or haſt 
Thou ſtol'n the glitt'ring Sorrow from an Eye 
Like mine?---Fait as my Tears diſtil, my Heart 
Weeps Blood : Can thine do fo? Hark! how 
the Stream 
Runs down? Amain it runs, and when 'tis o'er, 
[ ſhall be happy.---Pr'ythee, gentle Maid! 
When Death approaches, Death's my deareſt 
Friend, 
Like a fond Bride, conduct him to my Bed, 
His 
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His chilling Touch ſhall freeze this vital Warmth, 

And never, never let me think of Woman more. 
--- Touch'd to the Soul, with ſuch extream 

Diſtreſs, 

Such helpleſs Evil, ſuch a Youth undone, 

Zelinda liſten'd to his broken Tale ; 

Oft interrupted with Heart-piercing Moan, 

And in the Midſt of falling Tears renew'd ; 

Her tender Heart was rack'd with ſecret Pain, 

And more than ſhar'd in all his plantive Woe : 

With wat'ry Eye ſhe view'd him o'er and o'er, 

Obſerv'd his graceful Form, his lovely Face; 

Again diſcours'd him of his cruel Fate, 

Admir'd his Tenderneſs of Soul, the Starts, 

The Sallies of excclling Wit, his Love 

Unſhaken, and his Faith unchang'd.---Retir'd, 

And all encompaſs'd with the Shades of Night, 

She courted Sleep in vain, the ſtubborn God 

Deny'd his uſual Aid, and left her Eyes 

Unclos'd, her Brain confus'd, and ev'ry Senſe 

In ſtrange Diſorder, unexperienc'd Pain: 

Back to the lovely, raving Youth, her Thoughts 

Continual roam'd, for him ſhe ſigh'd, for him 

She mourn'd, but call'd it Pity for his Fate: 

If a kind Slumber weigh'd her Eye-lids down, 

And cv'ry Care was for a Moment loſt, 

His mournful Image wander'd thro' the Gloom; 

O'ercome with Anguiſh, pining with Deſpair, 

Cloſe at her Side he ſcem'd to make his Moan, 

And pour his Wailings in her tender Ear; 

Starting 
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Starting in Tears, from her diſtemper'd Dream, 
She ſought the Phantom with a curious Eye, 
But ſought in vain---Such was the Hour of Reſt: 
And when the Morn return'd, radiant in Gold, 
Arid blooming with Delight, a Cloud of Care 
Hung penſive on her Brow, a frequent Sigh 
Roſe ſullen from her Heart, and ev'ry Hour, 
With Melancholy ſhaded, roll'd away. 

Led by a ſecret Pow'r, as yet unknown, 


She often viſited the gloomy Cell, 
Where the rack d Lover languiſh'd out his Days, 


And weeping o'er him, heard his tragic Tale 
Anew ; *twas here alone ſhe wiſh'd to dwell, 
And, to attend his Groans, forſcok the World: 
With him was all her Pleaſure ; Abſence all 
Her Woe; with tend'reſt Smiles, and ſweeteſt 
Voice, 

She reaſon'd on his Pain, and toil'd for Hours 
To ſooth him into Peace; with Show'rs of Tears, 
And ſofteſt Blandiſhments, forſook the dark, 


VUncomfortable Haunt, when Night came on, 


And wiſh'd him Reſt, and Happineis, 'till Morn. 
--- Thus long ſhe liv'd, and fed a hopelcis 

Flame, 

A darling Woe, unknowing of the Cauſe: 

At laſt, obſervant of her kind Concern, 

Her Pity of his Woes, the frantic Youth, 

With gentleſt Glance, would gaze upon her 
Charms, 

And, in diſtracted Phrafe, at her Approach, 


Expreſs 
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Expreſs a Dawn of Joy ; with glad'ning Heart 
She hail'd the melting Softneſs of his Eyes, 
And ev'ry Glimpſe of Reaſon to his Soul 
Reſtor'd ; bleſt the kind Moments as they flew 
With downy Wings away, and only griev'd 
When Phrenzy re-poſleſs'd his Brain, and rack'd, 
With all its Train of Horrors, ev'ry Senſe, 
--- Once, as with pitying Soul ſhe heard his 
Groans, 
And with her Sighs kept Time to his Complaint, 
Unwonted Calmneſs ſudden ſmooths his Brow, 
His Eye its rolling Wildneſs loft, his Tongue 
Its raving Tone; a Smile of Pleaſure dawn'd 
Upon his Lip, and Sorrows ſeem'd to leave 
His Heart; Zelinda, raptur'd with the Change, 
With Tears of Joy acclaim'd the happy Hour, 
And bleſs'd the Earneſt of ſucceeding Joy. 
O Heav'ns ! exclaim'd the Youth, how long 
my Soul 
Has wildly wander'd, frantic, and forlorn 
Round the perplexing Maze that Phrenzy leads: 
How long my Heart experienc'd all the Pangs 
Of racking Grief, and diſappointed Love ? 
Again my reaſonable Thoughts return 
To bleſs the charming Guide, whoſe friendly 
Hand 
Reſtor'd my erring Senſes to their Road, 
---Kind beauteous Healer of my wounded 
Mind! 
Thou ſofteſt Innocence thou deareſt Friend J 
O 


-” ESE 7 A 24 
— — 
1 4 o 


136 The LUNATI1C. 


O! tell a grateful Soul what Thanks are due, 
What long Returns of everlaſting Love ? 
Would'ſt thou accept a Heart fo frail as mine, 
So long, ſo much a faithleſs Woman's Slave, 
So ſtung with Paſſion, and ſo rack'd with Pain? 


- Would'{t thou not dread that Madneſs ſhould 


again 
Uſurp her Rule, and cloud my ſick'ning Soul? 
O! could'ſt thou bear my Groans, or deign, 
With me, to lengthen out a Life of Woe ? 
—— Still bluſhing, thoughtful, filent?---Oh ! my 
dear, 
Lov'd, charming Conftancy ! my fondeſt Hope! 
My tend'reſt Wiſh ! can'ſt thou deſcend to bear 
All this for me? May J indulge my Heart 
In ſuch a tempting Proſpect of Delight, 
Such a long View of never-ending Joy ? 
Of never-ending Joy, for, bleſs'd with thee, 
With ſuch a Heav'n of Charms, I ne'er ſhall know 
One Thought of Anguiſh more.---Farewel, ye 
dark, = 
Ye terrible Retreats! the Madman's Curſe ! 
The Wretch's Horror! black Ideas! all 
Farewel. Zelinda's mine! Virtue and Love 
Combine to meke me happy; in her Arms 
Eternal Pleaſures bloom, for me they bloom, 
Love, Beauty, Virtue, all are ever mine. 


ABELARD 
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OUR Grief, Philintus, all your pungent 
Care, 
Touch'd as a Man, and as a Friend I ſhare, 
In vain the Pow'rs of Reaſon 1 oppoſe, 
To ſooth your Breaſt, or mitigate your Woes ! 
Too deep the Wound, too fierce the Pangs you 
teel, | 
For Eloquence and all its Charms to heal: 
Yet one ſhort Moment to my Lays attend, 
And pitying view your lov'd, unhappy Friend 
My Tale a Scene, all gloomy, ſhall diſcloſe, 
A Scene of Pains intenſe, ſuperior Woes |! 
Unfelt, your Woes ſhall ſleep, while mine are 
ſhown, 
Then read, and in my Grief forget your own. 
Born of a Sire, of no ignoble Name, 
Renown'd for War, nor leſs in Arts his Fame, 
My youthful Soul bright Science all inſpir'd ; 
Arms, Pomp, and Wealth, unſought and un- 


admir'd ! 
From School to School I rang'd, Applauſe to 
gain, 


Warm in Diſpute, and of my Conqueſt vain, 


* See Eloiſa to Abclard, by Mr, Pope, Vol. I. Page 118 ; and 
Abclard to Elæiſa, by Mrs, Madan, Vol. II. Page 56. 
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Vanquiſh'd, enrag'd Divines their Laurels ſee 

Torn from their aged Brows, and plac'd on me. 

Preſs'd by their Malice, envicd, yet admir'd, 

To Paris friendly Walls I ſoon retir'd : 

Where mongſt her Sons, the brighteſt Wit con- 
feſt, 

Smooth flow'd my Days, and cv'ry Night was 

en 

With Joy I travers'd Learning's Mazes o'er, 

And much 1 knew, ambitious {till of more. 

My Iearn'd Purſuits, Fame, Riches, Friendſhip 
crown'd, 

And me the Youth, their great Director own'd, 

No Pangs my Soul, no anxious Paſſion knows 

Till Love, fond Love! deſtroys its calm Repoſe, 

In vain Fame, Friendſhip, Wealth, and Arts 
conſpire 

To guard from Love, or damp his genial Fire; 

The Brave, the Wiſe, once know the melting 
Hour, 

Slaves to his Will, and Vaſſals to his Pow'r. 

This Breaft, preſuming on its Strength, with 


Pride 

Once ſcorn'd his Charms, and all his Darts 
dety'd : 

Vain Breaſt! ſoon doom'd to own his mighty 
Reign, | 


Taſte all its Sweets, and glow with ev'ry Pain. 
*Tistrue, I thought the Sex vain, thoughtels, gay, 
Inconſtant Things, the Charmers of a Day ! 

| Unable 
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Unable theſe to raiſe a nobler Flame, 
Bright, mutual, pure, each rolling Year the ſame, 
Alas! my Soul did ſoon its Weakneſs prove, 
And own'd its Error, all diſſolv'd in Love: 
Love to my Eyes, preſents a Virgin Dame, 
Faireſt of Nymphs, and Eloiſe her Name: 
Youth, Beauty, Fortune, every Charm combin'd 
To grace her Form; but far more fair her Mind: 
In Books well ſkill'd, and vers'd in ev'ry Art, 
Her Wit, her Converſe fir'd the coldeſt Heart. 
I ſaw, I lov'd, and ruſh'd to be undone, 

Loſt ev'ry Aim, each Paſſion ſunk in one: 
The Thirſt of Fame no more inſpir'd my Soul, 
But Eloiſa's Charms poſleſs'd it whole: 

Her Image roſe all-lovely to my Sight, 

My conſtant Thoughts by Day, my Dreams by 

Night. 
Each circling Hour my ardent Paſſion grew, 
And ev'ry Sight encreas'd the Flame anew : 
Damp'd were my Proſpects with corroding Care, 
Now vain of Hopes, now ſunk in black Deſpair. 
---Fam'd as I was---could ſhe diſdain to hear 
Vows from the Man, whom all Mankind revere ? 
Young, gallant, witty---theſe at once conſpire 
To urge my Cauſe, and raiſe a mutual Fire, --- 
By miſſive Letters firſt I touch'd the Maid, 
Smooth flow'd the Words, while Love my Hand 
obey'd : 

But ſoon a near Acceſs my Wiſhes gain'd, 
One Table join'd us, and one Houſe contain'd : 


Conſult 
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Conſult your Breaſt; a Breaſt all ſoft like thine, 
Has felt the Pow'r of Love; then judge of mine, 
What Joys my Soul, what bliſstul Raptures 
prov'd, 
To ſee, to hear the charming Nymph I lov'd ! 
Sooth'd with her Talk, the live-long Day I paſt, 
Whilſt each new Sun roſe brighter than the laſt: 
Deep in my Breaſt thus ſunk the fatal Dart, 
Each Look, each Action, ſpoke the enamour'd 
Heart, 
Mild ſeem'd her Soul, and of the tend'reſt Frame; 
Yet long I fear'd to own my ſecret Flame: 
At length, reſolv'd to eaſe my troubled Breaſt, 
All bluſhing, trembling, I my Pangs expreſs'd. 
Diſdain not thus, fair Elſe ! to hear 
A Lover's Plaints, to all his Hopes ſevere, 
Is Love my Fault? Yourſelf the Cauſe, accuſe : 
Tis you that wound; do you the Balm infuſe. 
Wealth, Honour, Pomp, and State,---I ſcorn'd 
them all, 
A Victim doom'd by Beauty's Charms to fall; 
Yet bleſt, thrice bleſt, would that dear lovely 
Fair, 
Who rais'd this Paſſion, kindly eaſe my Care! 
Read once theſe Eyes, and view my Heart ſincere, 
A Love like mine, removes all Cauſe of Fear: 
Then truſt my Faith; tho* Men inconſtant prove, 
Leſs fair their Objects, and leſs warm's their Love. 


She 
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She hears, ſhe ſighs, while conſcious Bluſhes 

riſe, 

Quick heaves her Breaſt, and languid roll her 
Eyes: 

Her Eyes the Movements of her Soul betray'd ; 

With Pray'rs, with Vows, I preſs'd the yielding 
Maid. 

Oft as we met, each Moment we improve, 

Books our Pretence, but all our Buſineſs Love; 

Fearleſs, abandon'd, all our Nights employ 

New Thefts of Bliſs, new Scenes of boundleſs 
Joy. 

No more my Soul the Charms of Science knew, 

Revers'd my Studies, Learning taſtleſs grew: 

Scorn'd was the Stagyrite with All his Train, 

His Maxims left for Ovid's am'rous Strain. 

Looſe Songs I writ, all fill'd with warm Deſires; 

(He wants no Muſe, whom Love's ſoft Influence 
fires ;) 

My Verſe gay, glowing, ev'ry Lover ſung, 

While each kind Nymph dwelt raviſh'd on his 
Tongue. 

No longer now our ſoft Amour's conceal'd : 
Fame ſaw our Love, and ev'ry Theft reveal'd : 
Yet ſcarce on Fulbert * could her Pow'r prevail, 

To doubt our Virtue, or believe the Tale: 
Till one curs'd Hour, his too too fatal Care, 
Seiz d in my Arms, the panting, trembling Fair. 


Uncle to Cloiſa. 


What 


2 * 
fas — 
r 8 


* 
— . — 


— — us 4 
ü 2 — 


„ a Ate oor - 2 


9 _ — 
— . — 
Wm — —_ — — 4 
4 a 1 — — — — 
1 — 2 — * a 
Ce = . = 
— —7—ꝛ — — 
* * = 
— —— 


— — — a 
— „ „* 


— .- 


— 


— 


:. TTT 22 
n *— * - . . 


* - 
— — ——— ———_—— 


—_— —„—Z 
> 


—_ be _ 
— -—— 2 2 
* ———— 
*r 
. _ 2 — 


\ ”— 73 . 
2 


— 


9 — — * * 
—— — __—— —D,¶ ¶ —— 
—— 
* » 
» — 
Nn - 
TT 4 — - 


£%% — — 2 
= * 
— — 


— 
— 

— * — 
— 2 


— 


- ©. 2 
_—— — — — Ä ee ũ· K * — — * 
- - = = —— — n _— * _ * — 
1 1 . of - = — — : — — Bs * 1 
— — — Ge - — my -- 


—— 


j 
f 
þ 


142 ABELARD 70 PHILINTUS, 


What Youth ſo cold, but would with Scorn de- 
ſpiſe, 

For ſuch a Joy as mine, a like Surprize ! 

He ſaw,---with Wrath ſuppreſt, his Eye-balls 
roll, 

And dire Revenge ſunk deep within his Soul : 

Silent we part; but Force and Abſence join'd, 

In vain would drive the Paſſion from the Mind, 

In vain ev'n Spies, and adverſe Walls oppoſe, 

Love dares the Toil, and conquers as he goes, 

Lodg'd near her Houſe, I long explor'd in vain, 


Each various Art, to eaſe our mutual Pain: 


One Way {till left, tho' ſpecious, yet untry'd, 

By Bribes to fix her Servant on my Side : 

Young, ſprightly, ſkilPd in each intriguing Art, 

With Charms enough to fire a vacant Heart; 

Pleas'd, and obſequious to my Will ſhe ſtands, 

But for Reward, the Wretch my Love demands. 

With Scorn I turn'd ; to Fulbert quick ſhe flies, 

Told each Deſign, and mix'd her Tale with Lies. 

Ye Lovers ! dread, by my Example warn'd, 

A Woman's Hate, when once her Beauty's 

ſcorn'd | 

But, oh! how ſlow the envious Moments roll'd, 

Till one kind Hand, induc'd by ſhining Gold, 

To Eloiſa did my Lines convey, 

And for her wiſh'd Eſcape ſecur'd a Way! 

Dark o'er the Wall my beauteous Prize I bore, 

And urg'd her Flight, to Bretagne s diſtant Shore: 
There 
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There ſprung to Light, the Pledge of future Joy, 

The Fruits of am'rous Theft, a lovely Boy! 

The Mother view'd, while Raptures ſwell'd her 

Breaſt, 

Bright in his infant Charms the Sire confeſt. 
Mean time old Fulbert ev'ry Paſſion toſt, 

Fled was his Niece, and all his Joys were loſt: 

Frantic, enrag'd, he curs'd my hated Name, 

And vow'd ſtern Vengeance for the raviſh'd 

| Dame ; 

I begg'd, I ſwore by each bleſt Saint above, 

To weld the Fair, and ſanctify our Love. 

His Anger ſcem'd abated by my Vows ; 

He ſeiz'4 my Hand, and bleſt my future Spouſe z 

Firm Friendſhip ſworn, appeas'd were all my 

| Cares, | 
Henceforth believe not when a Bigot ſwears, 
He ſwore !---His Vows, ye conſcious Heav'ns 
atteſt! 

While curs'd Revenge ſtill brooded in his Breaſt; 

Fluſh'd with Succeſs, o'er Bretagne's Fields I roam, 

To bring my Bride, my lovely Charmer home : 

Entranc'd we met ; our Souls, our Bodies join, 

With Joy I told my preſent bleſt Deſign: 

The blett Deſign, relentleſs heard the Fair, 

My With oppos'd, and lighted all my Pray'r. 
Ill ſuits that Thought, a philoſophic Life, 

A Scholar you, and Eliſe a Wife 

Reflect what various Cares on Marriage wait, 

How far from calm Repoſe the nuptial State: 

Far 
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Far other Scenes your ſtudious Mind requires, 
Since ev'ry Muſe to Seats of Eaſe retires, 
Refle& that Marriage ſoon may damp our Fire, 
Pall ev'ry Sweet, and fink each ſoft Defire. 
Sprightly and free, thro' Worlds of Joy we rove, 
Slaves to no Laws, but thoſe impos'd by Love. 
Vain are all human Ties, Reſtraints are vain ; 
Tis Love unites the Soul, Love forms the laſt- 
ing Chain. 
Then ceaſe, O! ceaſe to urge your fond Requeſt, 
Love be our Guide, what Love preſcribes is beſt, -- 
Thus, all in vain, the beauteous Sophiſt pleads: 

I preſs, entreat ; at laſt my Wiſh ſucceeds, 

At Paris, ſoon the nuptial Knot was ty'd, 

A Convent's Walls conceal'd the blooming Bride: 
Bleſt thus, I liv'd, all free from ev'ry Care, 
Indulg'd the Bliſs, nor thought of Ruin near ; 
When one curſt Night, a Slave by Fulbert ſent, 
With cruel Hands, perform'd his fell Intent; 
Of ev'ry Pow'r of Love, I lay bereft ; 

Tho', loſt the Pow'r, yet till the Will was left. 
Confuſion, Rage, my tortur'd Breaſt aſſail; 
Dire was the Loſs, but Shame forbids the Tale : 
Reſolv'd from Man to hide my conſcious Face, 
And in a Convent ſhroud the black Diſgrace ; 
Yet jealous, leſt ſome happier Youth ſhould 


prove 


The ſecond Object of my Charmer's Love, 


With each ſoft Word, I preſs'd the gen'rous Fair, 
To take the ſacred Veil, and eaſe my Care: 
Youth, 
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Youth, Beauty, Friends, to check her Purpoſe 
fail ; 

Loſt to the World, ſhe takes he ſacred Veil, 

O Eliſe ! a Soul fo ſoft as thine, 

Sure felt uncommon Grace, ſome Ray divine, 

T' exalt its Pow'rs from ev'ry Wiſh below, 

Unheeding Pleaſure, and diſdaining Woe : _ 

Sure round thee, then a Cloud of Seraphs flew, 

And open'd all Heav'ns Glories to thy View; 

To ſacred Glooms the willing Victim led, 

Dead, ev'n to Abelard, to each fond Paſſion dead! 

This bright Example fills my Soul with Shame 

I bluſh, and vow to quench the fruitleſs Flam.. : 

I pray, I faſt, each painful Penance prove, 

For Eaſe enervate, fans the Fire of Love : 
From mortal View, I made a cool Retreat, 
And in the lonely Deſart choſe my Scat; 

Yet there, ev'n there, a num'rous Audience came, 
My Learning great, but greater far my Fame 
Built from their Gifts, here Paraclete was rear'd, 
And bleſt Religion in the Wild appear'd. 

My Floiſa, my continual Care, 

My deareſt, mourning, melancholy Fair 

With Sorrow gloom'd, with Paſſion bluſhing red, 
All Grief, and Love, was made the Convent's 

Head ; 

I faw the lov'd, the ſad, neglected Dame, 

Felt all the Fury of my former Flame; 

Felt all the Fury, but the Joy no more; 

All Joy was vaniſh'd, and all Tranſport o'er: 
Vol. II. H With 
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With mutual Tears we mourn'd our mutual Pain, 
Our Tears all fruitleſs, and our Mourning vain. 
To other Deſarts, yet more wild, I roam, 

And make a rougher, ruder Clime my Home; 
My Convent's founded on the ſea-beat Shore, 
Beneath, enrag'd, the ſurging Billows roar 
Loud raves the Tempeſt on the rugged Coaſt, 
And, in the Tempeſt, many a Ship is loſt 
Above, a Ridge of broken Rocks appears, 
And Nature its whole Dreſs of Terror wears: 
The awful Proſpect ſeems Devotion's Seat, 
Its darling Haunt, its fav'rite, fond Retreat, 
Where ev'ry Cell excludes all worldly Care, 
And ev'ry Echo doubles ev'ry Pray'r. 
Yet, ah! Devotion flies the dreadful Place, 
With Horror flies the impious, ſavage Race! 
Thoughtleſs of Heav'n my Monks diſdain to pray, 
And waſte in hunting all the live- long Day. 
I weep, intreat, reprove z--- but all in vain; 
Reproofs, nor Pray'rs, their fiagrant Crimes re- 
ſtrain : 
Slaves to their Luſts, my ghoſtly Pow'r ny 
ſcorn : 
New Fears bring on my Nights, new Woes the 
Morn, 
Sunk in theſe Griefs, the tedious Minutes 
roll, 
While Paraclete ſtill riſes to my Soul; 
Fair Paraclete / whoſe friendly Cells contain 
The dear, beſt Pledge, I ne'er ſhall view again. 
Still 
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Still in my Heart, the latent Paſſion burns, 

Still with her Charms my Eloiſe returns; 

Cloſe in my Soul ſtill dwells the lovely Gueſt, 

Nor Time, nor Woe can tear her from my Breaſt. 

Torn from the World, I nouriſh ſtill the Flame, 

I pine, I ſigh, and call the charming Name: 

And yet my Soul, that Heav'n's ſevere, com- 
plains 3 

Heav'n's ſtill ſevere, for ſtill my Guilt remains, 

Love ſtill from God, my Soul rebellious draws, 

The Sin too pleaſing, and too dear the Cauſe : 

No pious Sigh, no penitential Tear, 

From conſcious Guilt, declares my Heart ſincere, 

Juſt is Heav'n's Wrath, and juſt the avenging 
Rod, 

Tocheck my Crimes, and force my Soul to God: 

Then, ceaſe with me, to charge the Pow'rs above, 

And learn, my Friend, each Sorrow to improve : 

Warm from our Breaſt, let ſad Repentance flow, 

Wipe out our Stains, and ſoften ev'ry Woe, 

While to his Will reſign'd the Sinners ſtand, 

Heav'n views with Joy, and ſtops its vengeful 
Hand. 

Thus lull'd in Calms, thy ev'ry Pain ſhall 

Ceaſe, 

And ev'ry anxious Thought ſubſide in Pexce s : 

A Peace | that flies my unrepenting Heart, 

Doom'd ſtill to fruitleſs Love, and ung with 
endleſs Smart. 
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F 
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I 
* 
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A PASTORAL. | 


THYRSIS, AMYNTAs, Micon, 


THYRSI1S, 


NKINDLY leaving the delightful Plains, 
The buxom Maidens, and the ſportive 
Swains; 

Why ſits Amyntas in this lonely Shade, 

For gloomy Thought, and dull Retirement made? 

What means this clouded Brow, this down-caſt 
Eye ? | | 

Why does thy Pipe thus unregarded lye ? 

That jolly Pipe, which, manag'd by thy Art, 

Ne'er fails to win a beauteous Virgin's Heart; 

While rival Shepherds, by thy Skill out-done, 

Their own hard Fate in thy Succeſs bemoan. 

Come, happy Youth ! the Nymphs expecting 
ſtay, | 

Without thy Preſence there can be no May, 

For all refufe to dance, unleſs Amyntas play. 


—— TO VS RO > 


AMYNTAS. 
When Spring full-blown, with all her gay De- 
lights, 
The laughing Couples to the Green invites; 
Where jocund Song and nimble Dance go round, 
What Place, alas! is for the Wretched found? 
No 


ö 
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No ſprightly Note from me expect to hear, 
But Sounds of Grief, ungrateful to thy Ear; 
Then urge not, Thyr/is, an afflicted Swain, 
To fling his Sorrows in a mournful Strain. 


THYRSIS., 


What mighty Loſs, young Shepherd, what 
Diſgrace, 
Speaks in that piteous Tone, that diſmal Face ? 
Does ſome Miſhap thy fav'rite Ewe betide, 
Or the twin Vounglings ſporting by her Side? 
Does Phyllis frown, or has the Eaſtern Wind 
Blighted the Roſes for her Hair deſign'd ? 
Or if leſs Evils can procure thy Woe, 
And from ſmall Cauſe theſe ſad Complainings flow; 
Has ſome new Love, ſome Wonder, chaſte and 
fair, 


Pierc'd thy fond Heart, and left thee to deſpair ? 


AMYNTAS. 

Thy childiſh Wit, this ill-tim'd Mirth refrain, 
Nor add thy Follies to increaſe my Pain ; 
Go vent thy Jeſts, and make thy aukward Sport, 
Where noiſy Girls, and ſenſeleſs Clowns reſort ; 
Where 'T rifles pleaſe, ſome idle Tale rehearſe, 
Or raiſe loud Laughter by thy wanton Verſe : 
Not one grave Leſſon haſt thou ever ſung, 
No ſerious Word did &er efcape thy Tongue. 


THayRSIts. 
Inſulting Swain! Thus let thy Skill be ſhown; 
My Songs deride not, but correct thy own; 
H 3 Nor 
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'F Nor think becauſe thy Pipe the Prize obtain'd, | 
5 When I and Daphnis the mean Strife diſdain'd, 
1 Thou, unchaſtis'd, ſhalt thy own Umpire fit ! 
No- chou ſhalt ſing, Yexpoſe thy want of Wit. 


| AMYNTAS. 

li "Tis wiſely ſaid---<* A Fool will not be taught, 
1 44 His late Experience muſt be dearly bought ;” 
| And fince th' Event may thy Behaviour mend, 1 
| For once, the Thruſh and chatt'ring Pye contend. | 
, THryRs1s. 

Thy Words ſuit well with thy accuſtom'd Pride, 

But where the Proverb is with Truth apply'd 
| Let Micon judge, and know thou ſhalt not long 
8 Enjoy thy Dreams,---Begin thy boaſted Song. 


AMYNTAS, 

I fing Neera, the diſdainful Fair, 
A love-ſick Shepherd, and his endleſs Care 
Ye Weſtern Gales, with ſoft Complaining, blow; 
Ye gilding Streams, in murm'ring Conſort, flow. 

How bleſt my State! When with the dawn= ' 

ing Light, 

Refreſh'd by Slumbers of a peaceful Night, 
My little Flock I to the Plain did guide ; | 


1 (My faithful Dog attending by my Side.) 
; | | There, as they, roving, cull'd their ſpringing 
; | Food, 


15 My watchful Eye their wand'ring Steps purſu'd ; 
Sometimes a Song employ'd my tuneful Voice, 
My mellow Pipe anon my various Choice; 

And 
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And while ſweet Sounds my ſkilful Touch obey'd, 
The frolick Lambs their wanton Gambols play'd. 
Thus with Content, I paſs'd the chearful Day; 
And, when the Sun withdrew his kindly Ray, 
My bleating Ewes conducted to the Fold, 
And hous'd their Young,. ſecure from Midnight 
Cold ; 
To Phyllis then ſome rural Strain addreſt ; 
She, ſweetly ſmiling, her Delight confeſt. 
Ah! wretched Youth---where is thy Fancy led? 
Thy Grief is preſent, and thy Joys are fled, 
The lovely Maid for whom I ſigh in vain, 
Now ſpreads her Glories thro” th admiring Plain; 
Reſiſtleſs Beauties in her Face combine, 
In ev'ry Part reſiſtleſs Graces ſhine; 
And all, by Turns, engage the raviſh'd Sight, 
With equal Wonder, and with new Delight. 
So when the op'ning Spring her Treaſure yields, 
And Nature's Gifts enrich the ſmiling Fields; 
The curious Eye the vary'd Scene ſurveys, 
And ſtill new Joy the grateful Search repays ; 
Here the Carnation by the Lilly grows, 
There the gay Tulip and the bluſhing Roſe ; 
Pinks mixt with Cowſlips raiſe their tender Heads, 
And Purple Vrlets run along the Meads 
Loſt in Amaze, the Fair I trembling view, 
And pleaſing Ruin in her Eyes purſue 
Then, bolder grown, I ſeek the beauteous Prize 
For He deſerves his Fate, who filent dies. 
In tuneful Numbers, I confeſs my Flame, 
And grace my Song with bright Neæra's Name; 
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With Tears and Sighs I join the am'rous Tale: 
Ah, cruel Maid ! nor Sighs nor Tears prevail ! 
My ardent Vows ſhe hears with cold Diſdain, 
Laughs at my Suff ring, and derides my Pain. 
Yet faireſt Maids the ſtrongeſt Paſſions prove, 
And Beauty ever was a Friend to Love, 
Some happier Shepherd, of her Heart poſſeſt, 
Finds ſweet Repoſe on her relenting Breaſt, 
Tormenting Thought ! --- Who can the Grief 
expreſs, 


When a lov'd Miſtreſs does a Rival bleſs ? 
Tin 


I fing Lycoris, the inconſtant Fair, 
Who kindly eas'd me of a Lover's Care; 
Ye Winds at once from ev'ry Quarter blow, 
Ye wanton Streams, with endleſs Windings, flow. 
A Slave to Love, and bright Lycoris Eyes, 
I yield my Heart her conqu'ring Beauty's Prize; 
My Joy, my Grief, depended on her Breath ; 
A Smile tranſported, and a Frown was Death, 
No more the Swains with rural Paſtime pleaſe, 
Her Preſence only can afford me Eaſe ; 
A diffrent Garb my Looks and Actions wear; 
My Words I frame to ſooth a Maiden's Ear; 
Try ev'ry Art that may Compaſſion move, 
And trace, unweary'd the ſoft Paths of Love. 
T'adorn her Head I flow'ry Wreaths prepare, 
And mix gay Panſies with her ſhining Hair. 
To pleaſe her Taſte, I rob the painful Bee, 
And golden Fruit pluck from the bending Tree. 
Medlers 
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Medlers full-ripe, thro' all the Woogs I ſeek, 
And ruddy Wildings, bluſhing like her Cheek. 
ö When, flying Mid-day Sun's ungentle Heat, 
| Some friendly Shade we make our cool Retreat 
In Songs of ſoft Complaint my Voice I raiſe ; 
The ecchoing Grove reſounds the melting Lays; wy 
While jolly Thre/tles ſtretch their tuneful Throats, 1 
And warbling Linnets join their ſofter Notes. 
Sometimes the willing Fair J fondly led, 
Where in green Meads my fleecy Charge I fed. 
See lovely Nymph ! This little Flock is mine; 
Smile on the Shepherd, and the Sheep are thine, 
Thyrfis, ſhe cry'd, thy Flock wou'd tempt in vain, 
Did not ſome ſtronger Pow'r thy Cauſe maintain; 15 
If viewing theſe I any Pleaſure take, | 
My Bluſhes own *tis for their Maſter's Sake ; 
Be conſtant, Thyr/is, nor deceive a Maid, 
Thy winning Arts have to Love's Snare betray'd. 
With ſudden Joy, I ſnatch'd her to my Breaſt, 
And thus the "Tranſport of my Soul expreſt. 
When Youth and Beauty, Innocence and Love, 
N Invite his Stay, where ſhou'd the Shepherd rove? 
Thro' flow'ry V ales, while Rivers Sea-ward tend, 
While, toſs'd by Winds, the crackling Flames 
aſcend ; 

While thirſty Herds refreſhing Streams purſue, 
| So long, Lycoris, will thy Swain be true. 

4 Sweetly confus'd, ſhe rais'd her bending Head, 
| 3 And in ſoft Accents, thus my Vows repaid, 
| H 5 While 
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While chearful Day ſucceeds the gloomy Night, 
And riſing Larks ſalute the Morning Light ; 
While Nightingales frequent the ſhady Grove, 
Will bleſt Lycoris her true Thyr/is love. | 
And now my Song, let youthful Swains attend, 
And taught by me, on Female Vows depend. 


Maris, whoſe Flock the ſpecious Meadow ſpreads 


Where yon tall Elms advance their lofty Heads, 
With longing Eyes, the fair Inticer views, 

And, roughly fond, with aukward Love purſues. 
Shall Maris then; ſhall he, the Lubbard Swain, 
Whoſeclowniſh Mein makes Sport for all the Plain; 
Who neer one Leſſon cou'd compoſe a- right, 
Whoſe ſcreaming Pipe does his own Sheepaftright; 
Shall he contend for bright Lycoris Love? 

Ah, faithleſs Maid! And ſhall ſucceſsful prove. 
The lowing Herds perform the Lover's Part, 
And bleating Flocks intice the Virgin's Heart, 
Her Vows forgotten mix with fleeting Air, 

And joyful Mæœris claſps th' inconſtant Fair 
While in her Fault I this Improvement find ; 
Woman is never to her Int'reſt blind. 


AMYNTAS. 


My Love rejected, and my Vows in vain, 
Oppreſs'd with Sorrow, I forſake the Plain ; 
With weary Steps, the pathleſs Deſert tread, 
Till Grief conducted to this gloomy Shade: 
Where ſpreading Y ews exclude the chearful Light, 
And Birds of Omen ſeck continual Night; 

Where 
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Where boding Howlcts, ſhunning Day, repair, 

And fluttring Rere-Mice fan the duſky Air. 

Nor op'ning Bud, nor Bloſſom here is found, 

But baneful Hemlock ſpreads the barren Ground, 

This Place of Horror with loud Cries I fill, 

While briny Tears my ſleepleſs Eyes diſtill. 

My Pipe no more is tun'd to jovial Strains, 

But, in deſpairing Notes, of lighted Love com- 
| plains 

And pitying Echo, from the Hills around, 

With ſocial Grief, repeats the mournful Sound. 

Be ſtill my Pipe; ye Tears forget to flow ; 

Ye fruitleſs Cries, forbear to ſpeak my Woe. 

Complaints are vain which ne'er can reach her Ear, 

Or if they ſhou'd, ſhe unconcern'd wou'd hear. 

Ceaſe, Shepherd, ceaſe; no more thy Paſſion name; 

Whate'er diſpleaſes is a guilty Flame. 

In Silence wait, till welcome Death ſhall prove 

The laſt ſad Inſtance of thy Truth and Love. 


THVYRSIS. 

Ah! Woman, who ſhall ſing the various Wiles, 
By which thy Sex poor heedlefs Man beguiles ? 
Vain to attempt ! And ſure the ſetting Sun, 
Wou'd dip i'th' Ocean &er the Tale were done. 

Daphnis, whoſe ſable Locks, with comely Grace, 
Adorn the manly Beauties of his Face; 

He, whoſe ſweet Pipe affords ſuch vaſt Delight, 
Who tells ſuch Wonders in a ſtarry Night; 
With fruitleſs Love, purſues a flying Fair, 

Deaf to his Suit, regardleſs of his Care. 

| Ill-judging 
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Ill-judging Maid ! To ſo much Merit blind! 
Can any Nymph to Daphnis prove unkind! 

In yonder Cave the mourning Shepherd dwells, 
And vainly tries the Pow'r of Magic Spells. 
Increaſe thy Flocks, Swain ; thoſe alone are Charms 
Can bring the Fair to thy deſiring Arms. 

Mecpfus, for want of Words, with Gifts aſſails; 

Yet even giving Mopſus ſometimes fails, 

Gay Amaryllis once his Preſents took ; 

A Cup, two Turtles, and a gilded Crook; 

But when he gave no more, with Scoffs the 
| Swain forſook, 

The Miſer Alcon, when, with Beauty fir'd, 
The blooming Phillida his Soul defir'd 
Tho' old and feeble, courted with Succeſs ; 
Pleas'd with his Wealth, ſhe favour'd his Addreſs, 
The tott'ring Dotard to, his icy Bed, 

'T hro' Crouds of envying Nymphs, the Virgin led; 

And now, with Pleaſure, views his teeming Bride; 

For what he wanted, Corydon ſupply'd. 
Micon. 

Enough, young Swains; here let Contention end; 
Abide my Judgment, and believe your Friend. 
With haughty Maids a Sigh but ill prevails, 
And he provokes, who at their Folly rails, 

By Turns they pleaſe us, and by Turns they vex; 
No more with Trifles then your Minds perplen; 
Aznyziaslweetly ſings, and Thyrſis knows the Sex. 


Love 


6157) 
Lo vr triumphant over REASON, 


A VISION. 


{ "ny O' gloomy Thoughts diſturb'd my anxious 
Breaſt, 

All the long Night, and drove away my Reft ; 

Juſt as the dawning Day began to riſe, 

A grateful Slumber clos'd my waking Eyes : 


But active Fancy to ſtrange Regions flew, 
And brought ſurpriſing Objects to my View, 


Methought I walk'd in a delightful Grove, 
The ſoft Retreat of Gods, when Gods make Love. 
Each beauteous Object my charm'd Soul amaz'd, 
And I on each with equal Wonder gaz'd ; | 
Nor knew which moſt delighted: All was fine 
The noble Product of ſome Pow'r divine, 

But as I travers'd the obliging Shade, 

Which Myrtle, Jeflamin, and Roſes, made, 

I ſaw a Perſon, whole celeſtial Face 

At firſt declar'd her Goddeſs of the Place : 

But I diſcover'd, when approaching near, 

An Aſpect fu of Beauty, but ſevere, 

Bold and majeſtic ; ev'ry awful Look 

Into my Soul a ſecret Horror ſtruck. 

Advancing farther on, ſhe made a Stand, 

And beckon'd me; I, kneeling, kiſs'd her Hand: 

Then thus began---Bright Deity ! (for fo 

You are, no Mortals ſuch. Perfections know) 
I may 
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I may intrude ; but how I was convey'd 

To this ſtrange Place, or by what pow'rful Aid, 
I'm wholly ignorant; nor know I more, 

Or where I am, or whom I do adore. 

Inſtruct me then, that I no longer may 

In Darkneſs ſerve the Goddeſs I obey. 

Youth! ſhe reply'd, this Place belongs to one, 

By whom you'll be, and thouſands are, undone. 


Theſe pleaſant Walks, and all theſe ſhady Bow'rs, 


Are in the Government of dang'rous Pow'rs. 
Love's the capricious Maſter of this Coaft ; 
This fatal Labyrinth, where Fools are loſt. 
I dwell not here amidſt theſe gaudy Things, 


Whoſe ſhort Enjoyment no true Pleaſure brings; 


But have an Empire of a nobler Kind : 
My regal Seat's in the cœleſtial Mind; 
Where, with a godlike and a peaceful Hand, 
J rule, and make thoſe happy I command. 
For, while I govern, all within's at Reſt ; 
No ſtormy Paſſion revels in my Breaſt : 
But when my Pow'r is deſpicable grown, 
And rebel Appetites uſurp the Throne, 
The Soul no longer quiet Thoughts enjoys; 
But all is Tumult, and eternal Noiſe. | 
Know, Youth! I'm Reaſon, which * ve oft 
deſpis'd ; 
I am that Reaſon which you never priz d: : 
And tho' my Argument ſucceſsleſs prove, 
(For Reaſon ſeems Impertinence in Love 
Yet 
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Yet I'll not ſee my Charge (for all Mankind 
Are to my Guardianſhip by Heav'n aſſign'd) 
Into the Graſp of any Ruin run, 

That I can warn 'em of, and they my ſhun. 
Fly, Youth, theſe guilty Shades ; retreat in time, 
E're your Miſtake's converted to a Crime: 
For Ignorance no longer can attone, 

When once the Error and the Fault is known. 
You thought, perhaps, as giddy Youth inclines, 
Imprudently, to value all that ſhines, 

In theſe Retirements freely to poſleſs 

True Joy, and ftrong ſubſtantial Happineſs : 
But here gay Folly keeps her Court, and here, 
In Crouds, her tributary Fops appear 

Who, blindly laviſh of their golden Days, 
Conſume them all in her fallacious Ways, 
Pert Love with her, by joint Commiſſion, rules 
In this capacious Realm of idle Fools ; 

Who, by falſe Arts, and popular Deceits, 
The careleſs, fond, unthinking Mortal cheats. 
*Tis eaſy to deſcend into the Snare, 

By the pernicious Conduct of the Fair ; 

But ſafely to return from this Abode, 
Requires the Wit, the Prudence of a God : 
'Tho' you, who have not taſted that Delight, 
Which only at a Diſtance charms your Sight, 
May, with a little Toll, retrieve your Heart; 
Which loſt, is ſubject to eternal Smart. 
Bright Delia's Beauty, I muſt needs confeſs, 
Is truly great; nor would I make it leſs : 


That 
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That were to wrong her, where ſhe merits moſt ; 
But Dragons guard the Fruit, and Rocks the Coaſt. 
And who would run, that's moderately wiſe, 

A certain Danger, for a doubtful Prize ? 

If you miſcarry, you are loſt ſo far; 

(For there's no erring twice in Love and War) 
You'll ne'er recover, but muſt always wear 
Thoſe Chains you'll find it difficult to bear, 


Delia has Charms, I own; ſuch Charms would 


move 
Old Age, and frozen Impotence, to Love: 
But do not venture, where ſuch Danger lies ; 
Avoid the Sight of thoſe victorious Eyes, 
W hoſe pois'nous Rays do to the Soul impart 
Delicious Ruin, and a pleaſing Smart. 
You draw, inſenſibly, Deſtruction near; 
And love the Danger, which you ought to fear, 
If the light Pains you labour under now, 
Deſtroy your Eaſe, and make your Spirits bow, 
You'll find *em much more grievous to be borne, 
When heavier made by an imperious Scorn : 
Nor can you hope, ſhe will your Paſſion hear 
With ſofter Notions, or a kinder Ear, 


Than thoſe of other Swains ; who always found, 


She rather widen'd, than clos'd up the Wound. 
But grant, ſhe ſhould indulge your Flame, and give 
W hate'er you'd aſk, nay, all you can conceive ; 
The ſhort-liv'd Pleaſure would ſo quickly cloy,. 
Bring ſuch a weak, and ſuch a feeble le Joy, 


You'd 
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You'd have but ſmall Encouragement to boaſt 
The tinſel Rapture worth the Pains it coſt, 
Conſider, Strephon, ſoberly of things, 

What ſtrange Inquietudes Love always brings; 
The fooliſh Fears, vain Hopes, and Jealouſies, 
Which ſtill attend upon this fond Diſeaſe : 

How you muſt cringe and bow, ſubmit and whine ; 
Call ev'ry Feature, ev'ry Look, Divine: 
Commend each Sentence with an humble Smile; 


Tho' Nonſenſe, ſwear it is an heav'nly Style: 


Servilely rail at all ſhe diſapproves ; 

And, as ignobly, flatter all ſhe loves : 

Renounce your very Senſe, and ſilent ſit, 

While ſhe puts off Impertinence for Wit : 

Like Setting- dog, new whipp'd for ſpringing Game, 
You muſt be made, by due Correction, tame, 

But if you can endure the nauſeous Rule 

Of Woman, do; love on, and be a Fool. 

You know the Danger, your own Methods uſe; 


The Good or Evil's in your Pow'r to chooſe: 


But who'd expect a ſhort and dubious Bliſs 

On the Declining of a Precipice; 

Where, if he ſlips, not Fate itſelf can ſave 

The falling Wretch from an untimely Grave ? 
Thou great Directreſs of our Minds, ſaid I, 

We ſafely on your Dictates may rely; 

And that which you have now ſo kindly preſt, 

Is true, and, without Contradiction, beſt : 

But with a ſteady Sentence to controul 

'The Heat and Vigour of a youthful Soul, 

While 
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While gay Temptation: hover in our Sight, 
And daily bring new Objects oi Delight, 
Which on us with ſurpriſing Beauty ſmile, 

Is difficult; but is a noble Toll, 

The beſt may flip, and the moſt Cautious fall; 
He's more than mortal that ne'er err'd at all, 
And tho' fair Delia has my Soul poſſeſt, 

PII chaſe her bright Idea from my Breaſt : 
At leaſt, I'll make one Eſſay, If I fail, 

And Delia's Charms o'er Reaſon does prevail, 
I may be, ſure, from rigid Cenſures free: 
Love was my Foe ; and Love's a Deity. 

Then ſhe rejoin'd; May you ſucceſsful prove 
In your Attempt to curb impetuous Love : 
Then will proud Paſſion own her rightful Lord, 
Lou to yourſelf, I to my Throne reſtor'd : 

But, too confirm your Courage, and inſpire 

Your Reſolution with a bolder Fire, 

Follow me, Youth ! I'll ſhew you that ſhall move 
Your Soul to curſe the Tyranny of Love. 

Then ſhe convey'd me to a diſmal Shade, 
Which melancholy Yew and Cypreſs made; 
Where I beheld an antiquated Pile 
Of rugged Building in a narrow Iſle 
The Water round it gave a nauſeous Smell, 
Like V apours ſteeming from a ſulph'rous Cell. 
The ruin'd Wall, compos'd of ſtinking Mud, 
O'ergrown with Hemlock, on Supporters ſtood ; 
As did the Roof, ungrateful to the View : 

'T was both an Hoſpital, and Bedlam too. 


Before 


] 
] 


Lovx triumphant over REASON. 163 


Before the Entrance, mould' ring Bones were ſpread, 
Some dkeletons entire, ſome lately dead; 
A little Rubbiſh, looſely ſcatter'd o'er 
Their Bodies uninterr'd, lay round the Door. 
No Fun'ral Rites to any here were paid 
But, dead, like Dogs into the Duſt convey'd. 
From hence, by Reaſon's Conduct, I was brought, 
Thro' various Turnings, to a ſpacious Vault 
Where I beheld, and 'twas a mournful Sight, 
Vaſt Crowes of Wretches, all debarr'd from Light, 
But what a few dim Lamps, expiring, had ; 
Which made the Proſpect more amazing ſad; 
Some wept, ſome rav'd, ſome muſically mad : 
Some ſwearing loud, and others laughing : Some 
Were always talking ; others always dumb. 
Here one, a Dagger in his Breaſt, expires, 
And quenches with his Blood his am'rous Fires : 
There hangs a ſecond ; and, not far remov'd, 
A third lies poiſon'd, who falſe Celia lov'd. 
All Sorts of Madneſs, ev'ry Kind of Death, 
By which unhappy Mortals loſe their Breath, 
Were here expos'd before my wond'ring Eyes, 
The fad Effects of Female Treacheries, 
Others I ſaw, who were not quite bereft 
Of Senſe, tho' very ſmall Remains were left, 
Curſing the fatal Folly of their Youth; 
For truſting to perjurious Woman's Fruth. 
Theſe on the Left.---Upon the Right a View 
Of equal Horror, equal Mis'ry too; 
Amazing, 
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Amazing, all employ'd my troubled Thonght, 
And, with new Wonder, new Averſion brought, 
There I beheld a wretched, num'rous Throng 
Of pale, lean Mortals; ſome lay ſtretch'd along 
On Beds of Straw, diſconſolate and poor ; 
Others extended naked on the Floor ; 
Exil'd from human Pity, here they lie, 
And know no End of Mis'ry till they die, 
But Death, which comes in gay and proſp'rous Days 
Too ſoon, in Time of Miſery delays, 

Theſe dreadful Spectacles had ſo much Pow'r, 
IT vow'd, and ſolemnly, to love no more: 
For ſure that Flame is kindled from below, 
Which breeds ſuch ſad Variety of Woe, 

Then we deſcending, by ſome few Degrees, 
From this ſtupendous Scene of Miſeries; 
Bold Reaſon brought me to another Cave, 
Dark as the inmoſt Chambers of the Grave, 
Here, Youth, ſhe cry'd, in the accuteſt Pain 
"Thoſe Villains lie who have their Fathers ſlain; 
Stabb'd their own Brothers, nay, their Friends, to 

pleaſe 
Ambitious, proud, revengeful, Miſtreſſes; 
Who, after all their Services, preferr'd 
Some rugged Fellow of the brawny Herd 
Before thoſe W retches ; who, deſpairing, dwell 
In Agonies no human Tongue can tell: 
Darkneſs prevents the too amazing Sight ; 
And you may bleſs the happy Want of Light. 
| . But 


] 
] 
] 


Love triumphant over REASON. 19 


But my tormented Ears were fill'd with Sighs, 
Expiring Groans, and lamentable Cries, 
So very ſad, I could endure no more; 
Methought I felt the Miſeries they bore, 

Then to my Guide ſaid I, For Pity, now 
Conduct me back ; here I confirm my Vow : 
Which if I dare infringe, be this my Fate; 
To die thus wretched, and repent too late, 
The Charms of Beauty I'Il no more purſue : 
Delia, farewell, farewell for ever too. 

Then we return'd to the delightful Grove; 
Where Reaſon {till diſſuaded me from Love. 
You ſee, ſhe cry'd, what Miſery attends 
On Love, and where too frequently it ends; 
And let not that unweildy Paſſion ſway 
Your Soul, which none but whining Fools obey. 
The Maſculine, brave Spirit, ſcorns to own 
The proud Ulurper of my ſacred Throne; 
Nor, with idolatrous Devotion, pays 
To the falſe God or Sacrifice or Praiſe. 
The Syren's Mufic charms the Sailor's Ear; 
But he is ruin'd, if he {tops to hear: 
And, if you liſten, Love's harmonious Voice 
As much delights, as certainly deſtroys, 
Ambroſia mix'd with Aconite may have 
A pleaſant Taſte, but ſends you to the Grave: 
For tho” the latent Poiſon may be ſtill 
A while, it very ſeldom fails to kill. 
But who'd partake the Food of Gods, to die 
Within a Day, or live in Miſery ? 


Who's 
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Who'd eat with Emperor's, if o'er his Head 

A Poniard hung but by a ſingle Thread ? * 

Love's Banquets are extravagantly ſweet, 

And either kill, or ſurfeit, all that eat : 

Who, when the ſated Appetite is tir'd, | 

F'en loath the Thoughts of what they onceadmir'd. 

You've promis'd, Strephon, to forſake the Charms 

Of Delia, tho* ſhe courts you to her Arms: 

And ſure I may your Reſolution truſt ; 

You'll never want Temptations, but be juſt, 

Vows of this Nature, Youth, muſt not be broke: 

You're always bound, tho' tis a gentle Yoke. 

Would Men be wiſe, and my Advice purſue, 

Love's Conqueſt would be ſmall, his Triumphs few: 

For nothing can oppoſe his Tyranny, 

With ſuch a Proſpect of Succeſs as I. 

Me he deteſts, and from my Preſence flies, 

Who know his Arts, and Stratagems deſpiſe, 

By which he cancels mighty Wiſdom's Rules, 

To make himſelf the Deity of Fools: 

Him dully they adore, him blindly ſerve ; 

Some while they're Sots, and others while they 
ſtarve : 

For thoſe who under his wild Conduct go, 

Either come Coxcombs, or he makes em ſo. 

His Charms deprive, by their ſtrange Influence, 

The Brave of Courage, and the Wiſe of Senſe: 

In vain Philoſophy would ſet the Mind 

At Liberty, if once by him confin d: 


The Feaſt of Dual. | 
| The 
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The Scholar's Learning, and the Poet's Wit, 

A while may ſtruggle, but at laſt ſubmit : 

Well weigh'd Reſults, and wiſe Concluſions, ſeem 
But empty Chat, Impertinence, to him : 

His Opiates ſeize ſo ſtrongly on the Brain, 
They make all prudent Application vain, 

If, therefore, you reſolve to live at Eaſe, 

To taſte the Sweetneſs of eternal Peace; 

Would not for Safety to a Battle fly, 

Or chooſe a Shipwreck, if afraid to die; 

Far from theſe pleaſurable Shades remove, 

And leave the fond, inglorious Toil of Love. 
This ſaid, ſhe vaniſh'd; and niethought ] found 

Myſelf tranſported to a riſing Ground; 

From whence I did a pleaſant Vale ſurvey : 
Large was the Proſpect, beautiful, and gay. 

There I beheld th' Apartments of Delight, 

W hoſe curious Forms oblig'd the wond'ring Sight. 

Some in full View upon the Champaign plac'd, 

With lofty Walls and cooling Streams embrac'd : 

Others, in ſhady Groves, retir'd from Noiſe 

'The Seat of private and exalted Joys. 

At a great Diſtance I perceiv'd there ſtood 

A ſtately Building in a ſpacious Wood, 

Whoſe gilded Turrets rais'd their beauteous Heads 
High in the Air, to view the neighb'ring Meads ; 
Where vulgar Lovers ſpend their happy Days 
In ruſtic Dancing, and delightful Plays. 

But while I gaz'd with Admiration round, 
I heard from far celeſtial Muſic found : 
| So 
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So ſoft, ſo moving, ſo harmenious, all 

The artful, charming Notes did riſe and fall ; 
My Soul, tranſported with the graceful Airs, 
Shook off the Preſſures of its former Fears : 

I felt afreſh the little God begin 

To ſtir himſelf, and gently move within. 
Then I repented I had vow'd, no more 

To love, or Delia's beauteous Eyes adore, 
Why am I now condemn'd to Baniſhment, 
And made an Exile, by my own Conſent, 

I ſighing cry'd ; Why, ſhould I live in Pain 
Thoſe fleeting Hours which ne'er return again ? 
O Dela! what can wretched Strephon do? 
Inhuman to himſelf, and falſe to you 

*Tis true, I've promis'd Reaſon, to remove 


From theſe Retreats, and quit bright Delia's Love: 


But is not Reaſon partially unkind ? 

Are all her Votaries, like me, confin'd ? 
Muſt none, that under her Dominion live, 
To Love and Beauty Veneration give ? 
Why then did Nature youthful Delia grace 
With a majeſtic Mien, and charming Face ? 
Why did ſhe give her that ſurpriſing Air; 
Make her fo gay, ſo witty, and fo fair 
Miſtreſs of all that can Affection move; 

If Reaſon will not ſuffer us to Love? 

But, fince it mutt be fo, I'll haſte away; 
*T is fatal to return, and Death to ſtay, 
From you, bleſt Shades (if I may call you fo 
Inculpable) with mighty Pain, I go: 


Compell'd 


e 
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Compell'd from hence, I leave my Quiet here; 
I may find Safety, but I buy it dear, 

Then turning round, I ſaw a beauteous Boy, 
Such as of old were Meſſengers of Joy: 

Who art thou, or from whence ? If ſent, ſaid I, 
To me, my Haſte requires a quick Reply. 

I come, he cry'd, from yon celeſtial Grove, 
Where ſtands the Temple of the God of Love; 
With whoſe important Favour you are grac'd, 
And, juſtly, in his high Protection plac'd. 

Be grateful, Strephon, and obey that God, 

Whoſe Scepter ne'er is chang'd into a Rod : 

That God, to whom the Haughty, and the Proud, 

The Bold, the Braveſt, nay, the Beſt, have bow'd: 

That God, whom all the leſſer Gods adore ; 

Firſt in Exiſtence, and the firſt in Pow'r. 

From him I come, on Embaſly Divine, 

To tell thee, Delia, Delia may be thine ; 

To whom all Beauties rightful Tribute pay: 

Delia, the young, the lovely, and the gay. 

If you dare puſh your Fortune, if you dare 

But be reſolv'd, and preſs the yielding Fair, 

Succeſs and Glory will your Labours crown 

For Fate does rarely on the Valiant frown, 

But, were you ſure to be unkindly us'd, 

Coldly receiv'd, and ſcornfully refus'd ; 

He greater Glory, and more Fame, obtains, 

Who loſes Delia, than who Phyllis gains. 

But, to prevent all Fears that may ariſe, 

(Tho' Fears ne'er move the Daring and the Wiſe) 
Vor, II. Ap In 


170 Love triumpbant over RR ASO. 


In the dark Volumes of eternal Doom, 
Where all Things paſt, and preſent, and to come, 
Are writ, I ſaw theſe Words---1? is decreed, 
That Strephon's Love to Delia ſhall ſucceed. 
What would you more? While Youth and Vigour 
laſt, | 
Love, and be happy ; they decline too faſt, 
In Youth alone you're capable to prove 
The mighty Tranſports of a gen'rous Love : 
For dull old Age, with fumbling Labour, cloys 
Before the Bliſs, or gives but wither'd Joys. 
Youth's the beſt Time for Action Mortals have: 
That paſt, they touch the Confines of the Grave. 
Now, if you hope to lie in Delia's Arms, 
To die in Raptures, or diſſolve in Charms, 
Quick to the bliſsful, happy Manſion fly, 
Where all is one continu'd Extaſy. 
Delia impatiently expects you there; 
And ſure you will not diſappoint the Fair. 
None but the Impotent, or Old, would ſtay, 
When Love invites, and Beauty calls away. 
Oh ! you convey, ſaid I, dear charming Boy, 
Into my Soul a ſtrange, diſorder'd Joy. 
I would, but dare not, your Advice purſue ; 
P've promis'd Reaſon, and I muſt be true. 
Reaſon's the rightful Empreſs of the Soul; 
Does all exorbitant Deſires controul ; 
Checks ev'ry wild Excurſion of the Mind, 
By her wiſe Dictates happily confin'd ; 
And 
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And he that will not her Commands obey, 
Leaves a ſafe Convoy in a dang'rous Sea, 

True, I love Delia to a vaſt Exceſs ; 

But I muſt try to make my Paſſion leſs : 

Try, if I can, if poſſible, I will; 

For I have vow'd, and muſt that Vow fulfil, 

Oh ! had I not, with what a vig'rous Flight, 
Could I purſue the Quarries of Delight | 

How could I preſs fair Delia in theſe Arms, 

Till I diſſolv'd in Love, and ſhe in Charms! 

But now no more muſt I her Beauties view; 
Yet tremble at the Thoughts to leave her too. 
What would I give, I might my Flame allow! 
But *tis forbid by Reaſon and a Vow ; 

Two mighty Obſtacles ; Tho' Love of old, 

Has broke thro” greater, ftrongerPow'rscontroul'd; 
Should I offend, by high Example taught, 

"T would not be an inexpiable Fault. 

The Crimes of Malice have found Grace above; 
And ſure kind Heav'nwill ſpare the Crimes of Love, 
Could'ſt thou, my Angel, but inſtruct me, how 


I might be happy, and not break my Vow; 
Or, by ſome ſubtile Art, diſſolve the Chain; 


You'd ſoon revive my dying Hopes again. 
Reaſon and Love, I know, could ne'er agree 
Both would command, and both ſuperior be, 
Reaſon's ſupported by the {in'wy Force 

Of ſolid Argument, and wiſe Diſcourſe : 

But Love pretends to uſe no other Arms, 


Than ſoft Impreflious, and perſuaſive Charms. 
ED One 
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One muſt be diſobey'd ; and ſhall I prove 

A Rebel to my Reaſon, or to Love? 

But then, ſuppoſe I ſhould my Flame purſue, 
Delia may be unkind, and faithleſs too; 
Reject my Paſhon, with a proud Diſdain, 
And ſcorn the Love of ſuch an humble Swain: 
Then ſhould I labour under mighty Grief, 
Beyond all Hopes, or Proſpect of Relief. 

So that, methinks, *tis ſafer to obey 

Right Rea/on, tho? ſhe bears a rugged Sway, 
Than Love's ſoft Rule; whoſe Subjects undergo, 


Early or late, too fad a Share of Woe. 


Can I fo ſoon forget that wretched Crew, 


Reaſon juſt now expos'd before my View ? 
If Delia ſhould be cruel, I muſt be 


A ſad Partaker of their Miſery. 


But your Encouragements ſo ſtrongly move, 
I'm almoſt tempted to purſue my Love : 

For ſure, no treacherous Deſigns ſhould dwell 
In one that argues and perſuades fo well : 

For, what could Love by my Deſtruction gain? 
Love's an immortal God, and I a Swain : 

And ſure I may, without Suſpicion, truſt 

A God; for Gods can never be unjuſt. 

Right you conclude, reply'd the ſmiling Boy : 
Love ruins none; 'tis Men themſelves deftroy : 
And thoſe vile Wretches, which you lately ſaw, 
Tranſgreſs'd his Rules, as well as Regſon's Law. 
They're not Love's Subjects, but the Slaves of Lu/?; 
Nor is their Puniſhment ſo great, as juſt, 


For 
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For Love and Lu} eſſentially divide, 

Like Day and Night, Humility and Pride : 

One Darkneſs hides, t'other does always ſhine ; 

This of infernal Make, and that Divine. 

Reaſon no gen'rous Paſſion does oppoſe ; 

Tis Luft (not Love) and Reaſon that are Foes, 

She bids you ſcorn a baſe, inglorious Flame, 

Black as the gloomy Shade from whence it came : 

In this her Precepts ſhould Obedience find; 

But yours is not of that ignoble Kind, 

You err, in thinking ſhe would diſapprove 

The brave Purſuit of honourable Love : 

And therefore judge what's harmleſs, an Offence 

Invert her Meaning, and miſtake her Senſe. 

She could not ſuch infipid Counſel give, 

As not to love at all; *tis not to live; 

But where bright Virtue and true Beauty lies, 

And that in Delia, charming Delia's Eyes. 

Could you, contented, fee th' angelic Maid 

In old Alexis“ dull Embraces laid? 

Or rough-hewn Tityrus poſſeſs thoſe Charms, 

Which are in KEeav'n, the Heav'n of Delia's Arms? 

Conſider, Youth, what Tranſports you forego z 

The molt intire Felicity below; 

Which is by Fate alone reſerv'd for you: 

Monarchs have been deny'd; for Monarchs ſue. 

I own, *tis difficult to gain the Prize; 

Or 'twould be cheap, and low in noble Eyes 

But there is one ſoft Minute, when the Mind 

Is left unguarded, waiting to be kind; | 
13 Which 
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Which the wiſe Lover underſtanding right, 

Steals in like Day upon the Wings of Light. 

You urge your Vow; but can thoſe Vows prevail, 

Whoſe firſt Foundation and whoſe Reaſon fail ? 

You vow'd to leave fair Delia; but you thought 

Your Paſſion was a Crime, your Flame a Fault, 

But fince your Judgment err'd, it has no Force 

To bind at all, but is diſſolv'd of Courſe : 

And therefore heſitate no longer here, 

But baniſh all the dull Remains of Fear, 

Dare you be happy, Youth ? But dare, and be; 

I'll be your Convoy to the charming She. 

What! {till irrefolute ? debating {till ? 

View her, and then forſake her, if you will, 
PII go, ſaid I; once more I'll venture all; 

Tis brave to periſh by a noble Fall. 

Beauty no Mortal can reſiſt; and Fove 

Laid by his Grandeur, to indulge his Love, 

Reaſen, if I do err, my Crime forgive: 

Angels alone without offending live ; 

I go aſtray, but as the Wiſe have done; 

And act a Folly, which they did not ſhun. 
Then we, deſcending to a ſpacious Plain, 

Were ſoon ſaluted by a num'rous Train 

Of happy Lovers, who conſume their Hours, 

With conſtant Jollity, in ſhady Bow'rs. 

There I beheld the bleſt Variety 

Of Joy, from all corroding Troubles free : 


Each follow'd his own Fancy to Delight; 


Tho' all went diff rent Ways, yet all went right. 
None 
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None err'd, or miſs'd the Happineſs he ſought ; 

Love to one Centre ev'ry Turning brought. 

We paſs'd thro' num'rous pleaſant Fields and 

Glades, 

By murm'ring Fountains, and by peaceful Shades; 

Till we approach'd the Confines of the Wood, 

Where mighty Love's immortal Temple ſtood, 

Round the cceleftial Fane, in goodly Rows, 

And beauteous Order, am'rous Myrtle grows; 

Beneath whoſe Shade expeCting Lovers wait 

For the kind Minute of indulgent Fate : 

Each had his Guardian Cupid, whoſe chief Care, 

By ſecret Motions, was to warm the Fair ; 

To kindle eager Longings for the Joy ; 

To move the Slow, and to incline the Coy. 
The glorious Fabric charm'd my wond' ring Sight; 

Of vaſt Extent, and of prodigious Height : 

The Caſe was Marble, but the poliſh'd Stone 

With ſuch an admirable Luſtre ſhone, 

As if ſome Archite& Divine had ſtrove 

T'outdo the Palace of imperial Jove. 

The pond'rous Gates of maſſy Gold were made, 

With Di'monds of a mighty Size inlaid, 

Here ſtood the winged Guards, in Order plac'd, 

With ſhining Darts and golden Quivers grac'd : 

As weapproach'd, they clapp'd their joyful Wings, 

And cry'd aloud, Tune, tune your warbling Strings; 

The grateful Vouth is come to ſacrifice 

At Delia's Altar, to bright Delia's Eyes: 

I 4 With 
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With Harmony divine his Soul inſpire, 

That he may boldly touch the ſacred Fire. 

And ye that wait upon the bluſhing Fair, 

Celeſtial Incenſe and Perfumes prepare; 

While our great God her panting Boſom warms, 

Refines her Beauties, and improves her Charms, 
Ent'ring the ſpacious Dome, my raviſh'd Eyes 

A wondrous Scene of Glory did ſurpriſe : 

The Riches, Symmetry, and Brightneſs, all 

Did equally for Admiration call ; 

But the Deſcription is a Labour fit 

For none beneath a Laureat-Angel's Wit. 
Amidſt the Temple was an Altar made 

Of ſolid Gold, here Adoration's paid. 


Here I perform'd the uſual Rites with Fear, 


Not daring boldly to approach too near 

Till from the God a ſmiling Cupid came, 

And bid me touch the conſecrated Flame : 

Which done, my Guide my eager Steps convey'd 

To the Appartment of the beauteous Maid. 
Before the Entrance was her Altar rais'd, 

On Pedeſtals of poliſh'd Marble plac'd. 

By it her Guardian Czpid always ſtands, 

Who Troops of miſſionary Loves commands: 

To him, with ſoft Addreſſes all repair; 

Each for his Captive humbly begs the Fair : 

Tho? ſtill in vain they importun'd ; for he 

Would give Encouragement to none but me. 

There ſtands the Vouth, hecry'd, muſt take the Bliſs, 

The lovely Delia can be none but his: 

h Fate 
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Fate has ſelected him; and mighty Love 
Confirms below what that decrees above, 
Then preſs no more ; there's not another Swain 
On Earth, but Strephon, can bright Delia gain. 
Kneel, Youth, and with a grateful Mind renew 
Your Vows ſwear you'll eternally be true. 
But, if you dare be falſe, dare perjur'd prove, 
You'll find, in ſure Revenge, affronted Love c 
As hot, as fierce, as terrible as ove. 

Hear me, ye Gods, ſaid I, now hear me ſwear, 
By all that's ſacred, and by all that's fair ! 


If I prove falſe to Delia, let me fall 


The common Obloquy, condemn'd by all ! 
Let me the utmoſt of your Vengeance try; 
Forc'd to live wretched, and unpity'd die! 

Then he expos'd the lovely ſleeping Maid, 
Upon a Couch of new-blown Roſes laid, 
The bluſhing Colour in her Cheeks expreſt 
What tender Thoughts inſpir'd her keaving Breaſt, 
Sometimes a Sigh, half ſmother'd, ſtole away; 
Then ſhe would, Strephon, charming Strephon, ſay. 
Sometimes ſhe, ſmiling, cry'd, You love, *tis true; 
But will you always, and be faithful too ? 
Ten thouſand Graces play'd about her Face ; 
Ten thouſand Charms attended ev'ry Grace: 
Each admirable Feature did impart 
A ſecret Rapture to my throbbing Heart. 
The Nymph * impriſon'd in the Brazen Tow'r, 
When Jove deſcended in a Golden Show'r, 

T's Leſs 
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Leſs beautiful appear'd, and yet her Eyes 
Brought down that God from the neglected Skies. 
So moving, ſo tranſporting was the Sight ; 
So much a Goddeſs Delia ſeem'd, ſo bright, 
My raviſh'd Soul, with ſecret Wonder fraught, 
Lay all diſſolv'd in Extaſy of Thought. 

Long time I gaz'd ; but, as I trembling drew 
Nearer, to take a more obliging View, 
It thunder'd loud, and the ungrateful Noiſe 
Wak'd me, and put an End to all my Joys. 


_ 


On the Death of a beloved WIE. 
Written by her Huſband upon her Coffin. 


HILE pining Anguiſh, wild Deſpair, . 

Increaſe my Pangs, prolong my Care; 
Depriv'd of all my Soul held dear, 
Enchanting Joy, and Love ſincere: 
While round the gloomy Scene's diſplay'd, 
And Death ſtill deepens ev'ry Shade; 
Sad, ſilent, dark, the Pomp of Woe ! 
Shall Sorrow's Eye forbear to flow ? 
Flow ſtill, ye Tears! ye Sighs, complain, 
But Sighs and Tears alike are vain. 

See there all pale and dead ſhe lies : 

For ever flow my ſtreaming Eyes! = : 
Fly Hymen with extinguiſh'd Fires! | 
Fly nuptial Bliſs, and chaſte Deſues ! 


Cleera's ( 
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Cleora's fled, the lovelieſt Mind; 

Faith, Sweetneſs, Wit, together join'd ! 
—Dwelt Faith, and Wit, and Sweetneſs, here? 
O view the Change, and drop a Tear! 

Once in theſe Eyes each Grace was ſeen, 
And Love and Mildneſs ſhone ſerene : 

Once ſoft Perſuaſion tun'd her Tongue, 

As Truth ſincere, as ſweet as Song: 

Once this cold Hand could touch the Lyre, 
And ev'ry tender Thought inſpire : | 

Now ſinking to its Parent Clay, 
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All chang'd the Body ſeems to ſay ; 
— Thus Life, a Shadow, fleets away! 
O whiſper ſtill, thou Voice divine! 
Thine be the Lore, Attention mine; 
And while this awful Object lies 
Expos'd before my weeping Eyes, 
Teach me, ſome Genius from on high, 
Like her to live, like her to die; 
To emulate the Paths ſhe trod, 
All Humane, Gen'rous, Great and Good ! 
Like her the Rage of Death to charm, 
And ev'ry Sting of Pain difarm ; 
Riſe as ſhe roſe, a ſpotleſs Soul, 
Who aim'd at Joys beyond the Pole; 
And, raptur'd on the Verge of Day, 
Smil'd to behold the ſhining Way. 

But hark! the ſadly- ſolemn Bell 
Sullenly Sounds my laſt Farewell. 
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Lo ! round the Corſe, the plaintive Throng, 
Slow-moving, ſilent ſtalk along. 

The Torch, that lends its mournful Light, 
The myſtic Pray'r, the fun'ral Rite, 

The weeping Friends, th' expecting Ground, 
The ſilent Horror all around, 

Have tempted Sorrow from her Cave; 

And now ſhe hovers o'er the Grave; 

Now ſinks our Hearts, impearls our Eyes, 
And bids a gen'ral Groan ariſe ; 

Exclaims that Man was doom'd to mourn ; 
And fits in Pomp to guard the Urn, 

 *Tis done !---O ever dear, adieu! 

Each tender Name is loſt in you. 

Adieu! thou once kind, lovely Fair 

Soft Spring of Joy, Relief from Care 

O reſt! may Love with ev'ry Grace, 

And ev'ry Virtue guard the Place 

While me receives the lonely Bed, 

Sad, proſtrate, ſilent as the Dead! 

Reſtleſs I preſs the well-known Place, 

And vainly ſeek the dear Embrace; 
While ſlow, and drear the Minutes roll, 
And Anguiſh racks my inmoſt Soul. 

But ſee |! what heav'nly Pow'r ſerene 
Darts gently thro' the gloomy Scene? 

*Tis ſhe ! ingliding from above, 

The ſame her Form, the ſame her Love! 


« Weep'{t thou, my deareſt? Weep no more | 


The tranſient Scenes of Life are o'er : 


«K New 
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&« New Worlds now open to my View; 
&« Bliſs, Knowledge, Virtue, boundleſs, true 
Where Souls with ſocial Raptures glow ; 
“ While Sin and Vengeance reign below. 
« Hence nightly I, thy guardian Pow'r, 
&« For ever conſcious of the Hour 
That join'd our Hearts, deſcend to keep 
& My deareſt Charge; to watch thy Sleep; 
Hint ſofter Dreams; to chaſe away 
„Black Error's Miſt, and bright diſplay 
The Form of Virtue to thy Sight; 
Part o'er thy Soul a ſtronger Light 
& In Reaſon's Voice to whiſper {till ; 
& 'To purer Bliſs direct thy Will; 
* A beamy Cloud around you throw, 
&« And viewleſs guide you as you go. 
« Lo! few ſhort Moments roll'd between, 
<« I preſent change the darkſome Scene; 
6% Diſpel the awful Shades of Death; 
„And gently eaſe your parting Breath; 
Glad hail you to the Realms above, 
« Dear, Bleſt, Immortal as our Love! 
<« Thus while we leave the lifeleſs Clay, 
«© To fome bright Orb thy Soul convey, 
«© Where Virtue, Truth, and Pleaſure join 
« And raptur'd fay,--- T his Seat be thine ! 
Here Knowledge great as Soul can know, 
“Shall purge the Errors learn'd below; 
Enlarge thy Pow'rs, improve thy Sight, 
And ſhew thee Truth in native Light. 
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« See there yon happy Shades employ 

& Their Hours in Bliſs and ſocial Joy; 

&« High-rais'd on Virtue's Eagle-wing, 

« The Patriots act, the Poets ſing ; 

« With purer Fires the Lovers glow, 

« Than Youth or Senſe inſpire below, 

&« Here join we then the kindred Race, 

« That Springs to meet our ſoft Embrace; 

« Or in ſome ſweet ſequeſter'd Grove 

cc Mix Flame with Flame, and Love with Love, 

& Hence wing'd by Thought excurſive fly 

& From Orb to Orb, and range the Sky; 

«© View Wiſdom, Pow'r, and Goodneſs ſhine 

«© Thro' Nature's Frame, their Source divine! 

.f -O call theſe Scenes to thy Relief; 

cc Bright future Scenes! and calm thy Grief : 

& Live happy; nouriſh ſtill the Love, 

« That bleſt on Earth, and joins our Souls above.“ 
She ſpake, ſhe ſmil'd, ſhe ſoar'd away; 

While Comfort glanc'd a healing Ray. 
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PALX MON. 
HY under Covert of this beechen Shade, 
In ſolemn Sadneſs, Thyr/zs, art thou laid? 
Thy Sighings fill the Valleys all around, 
{he Vales, and Woods, return the dreary Sound. 
From 
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From yonder Shade, I heard a Voice complain, 

Nor knew 'twas thou,---oh tell thy racking Pain; 

Say, drooping Shepherd, why this cloudy Look, 

Where ſtray thy Sheep, or where's thy knotted 
Crook ? 

Why not on Mountains, or the flow'ry Plains, 
Tending their Herds, joinꝰſt thou thy fellow Swains? 
THYRSIS, 

To thee my grateful'ſt Thanks are ever due, 
For all that I poſſeſs, I had from you; 
*T was thou, Palemon, taught my thoughtleſs Youth 
The dear Delights of Innocence and Truth; 
Thy homely Cottage was my ſafe Retreat, 
Free from the Winter's Blaſts, and Summer's Heat. 
Ah, why doſt aſk my mournful Fate to hear, 
Why ſhould my Plaints diſturb thy gentle Ear ? 
Be {till the Guardian of the happy Plain, 
And leave alone, a poor unhappy Swain. 


PALZAMON. 
Sooner, the purple Vrlets of the Field, 
To lowly Shrubs, their fragrant Sweets ſhall yield; 
Sooner, each Bird, ſoft warbling thro? the Grove, 
Shall meditate his Flight, and quit his Love; 
Sooner my Lambs ſhall hate the Morning Dew, 
And o'er the Lawns the griſly Wolf purſue: 
Haſte then, and tell me this unwonted Grief, 
Thy once lov'd Friend perhaps may bring Relief, 

THVYVRSIS. 

My Roſalinda, Charm of ev'ry Swain, 
For her I Sigh, tis ſhe renews my Pain; 


Whilom 
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Whilom was I a Lad ſo blithe and gay, 

With Roſalinda, ev'ry Month was May, 

She faireſt Nymph upon the flow'ry Green, 
And I the cheerful'ſt Lad, that e'er was ſeen ; 
Pleaſant and gay my oaten Pipe I'd Sound, 
To all our Lads and Laſſes dancing round; 
How featly mongſt the ruſtic Rout ſhe mov'd, 
Whilſt Thenot prais'd, and thou the Dance approv'd! 
Now ſhe is abſent,---come ye warbling Quire, 
Lull my fond Soul, indulge this laſt Deſire, 
Around th' unhappy Thyr/is gently reſt, 

With flutt'ring Pinions hover o'er my Breaſt, 
Then in ſoft Harmony your Voices join, 
Repeat your Loves, and ſee they equal mine. 


PAL Xx MON. 


So when the Thruſh her callow Brood deplores, 

Midſt the wild Brakes, or near the rocky Shores, 

The tender Mother with her Wailing fills 

The neighb'ring Copſes, and the thymy Hills. 
THyRS1s, 

Oh Roſalinda, ever pleaſing Fair, 

My ſole Delight on Earth, my conſtant Care, 

Come to thy Shepherd's Arms, nor make Delay, 

Love lend thee Wings, my fair One, haſte away. 


PALZMON, 
Tell him, ye ſylvan Maids, ye Shepherd Swains, 
Ye that are Natives of Arcadia's Plains, 
Ye Naides, who the moſſy Fountains love, 
Ye Napææ that range the verdant Grove, 
Ah, 


ROS ALIN D A. is; 


Ah, eaſe a loveſick Vouth, and tell him where 

Reſides his Heart's Deſire, his faithleſs Fair. 

Hark! from yon Shade, a Shepherd's Boy replies, 

COLINET. 

© Thy Love a Sleep in yonder Meadow lies, 

© On her the Roſes all their Sweetneſs blow, 

And fragrantFlow'rs around thy Fair- one grow, 

TRHYRSIS. 

I charge ye then, ye ſkipping Fawns beware, 

Leſt in your wanton Sport, ye wake my Fair, 

Be huſh'd, ye Winds, flow foft ye murm'ring 

Streams, 

And while ſhe refs, lull herwith pleaſing Dreams, 

As yellow Cowſlips or the Tulip fair, 

To thorny Thiſtles much ſuperior are, 

As Mountains far out-vie the lowly Plain, 

So much my Love excels the Sylvan Train. 

Ha 

What lovely Form appears thro' yonder Shade, 

In ruſſet Mantle clad, majeſtic Maid! 

Oh ! *tis my Love, that ſoft engaging Smile, 

That blocmingSweetneſs, won my Heart e'er while. 

Thus the coy Daphne, whoſe alluring Charms 

Inſpir'd each Swain, flew from olle s Arms: 

Swiftly o'er Lawns and Woods the Fair One flies, 

She ſlights his Love, his fond Embrace denies. 

Hut not like thee, (who full of Beauty's Charms) 

Returns the Fair to bleſs her Lover's Arms. 

Come to my Arms, thou Cauſe of all my Pains, 

Dear to my Heart, as Show'rs to ſun-burnt Plains; 
For 
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For thee the Tulip of the roſy Hue, 

The yellow Junquil and the Vi'let blue, 

The ſweet Carnation, and the Damaſk Roſe, 
For thee, my Fair, their ſweeteſt Charms diſcloſe: 
Of theſe, I'll make a Chaplet for my Love, 
And crown her Goddeſs of the Sylvan Grove, 
But, nor the Tulip of the roſy Hue, 

The yellow Junquil, or the Vi'let blue, 

The Damaſk Roſes, or Carnation fair, 

( Their Sweets united) can with thee compare. 


PALX MON. 


So the fond Turtle flies from Grove to Grove, 

In cooing Murmurs ſighing for his Love, 
Deplores his abſent Mate with drooping Wings, 
Stranger to Grief, but what her Abſence brings. 
But when he views his little Love from far 

With Wings expanded cut the yielding Air, 

Like thee he flies to meet the welcome Gueſt, 
Like thine his Sorrows ceaſe, his Grief's ſuppreſt, 


G 1 


ͤ»„ü— 


Miss and the BUTTERFLY. 


AF: L 


Tender Miſs, whom Mother's Care 
Bred up in wholeſome Country Air, 
Far from the Follies of the 'T own, 


Alike untaught to Smile or Frown ; 
Her 
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Her Ear unus'd to Flatt'ry's Praiſe, 
Unknown in Woman's wicked Ways; 
Her Tongue from modiſh Tattle free, 
Undipp'd in Scandal and Bohea ; 
Her genuine Form and native Grace, 
Was Virgin of a Looking-Glaſs : 
Nor Cards ſhe dealt, nor flirted Fan, 
A Stranger to Quadrille and Man 
But ſimple Jiv'd, juſt as you know | 
Miſs Chloe did---ſfome Weeks ago. 
As now the pretty Innocent, 
Walk'd forth to take the early Scent, 
She tripp'd about the murm'ring Stream, 
That oft had lull'd her thoughtleſs Dream. 
The Morning ſweet, the Air ſerene, 
A Thouſand Flow'rs adorn'd the Scene; 
The Birds rejoicing round appear 
To chuſe their Conſorts for the Year; 
Her Heart was light and full of Play, 
And like herſelf all Nature gay. 
On ſuch a Day as Sages ſing, 
A Butterfly was on the Wing; 
From Bank to Bank, from Bloom to Bloom, 
He ftretch'd the Gold-beſpangled Plume: 
Now ſkims along, and now alights, 
As Smell allures, or Grace invites; 
Now the Violet's Freſhneſs ſips; 
Now kiſs the Role's ſcarlet Lips ; 
Becomes anon the Daiſy's Gueſt, 
Then preſs'd the Lilly's ſnowy Breaſt ; 
Nor 
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Nor long to one vouchſafes a Stay, 
But juſt ſalutes, and flies away. 
The Virgin ſaw with Rapture fir'd ; 
She ſaw and what ſhe ſaw deſir'd, 
The ſhining Wings and ſtarry Eyes, 
And burns to ſeize the living Prize: 
Her beating Breaſt and glowing Face, 
Betray her native Love of Dreſs, 
And all the Woman full expreſt, 
Firſt fiutters in her little Breaſt : 
Enſnar'd by empty outward Show, 
She ſwift purſues the Inſect Beau 
O'er gay Parterres ſhe runs in Haſte, 
Nor heeds the Garden's flow'ry Waſte, 
Long as the Sun with genial Pow'r, 
Increaſing warm'd the ſultry Hour, 
The Nymph o'er every Border flew, 
And kept the ſhining Game in View : 
But when, ſoft Breathing thro' the Trees, 
With Coolneſs came the Evening Breeze; 
As hov'ring o'er the Tulip's Pride, 
He hung with Wing diverfify'd, 
Caught in the Hollow of her Hand, 
She held the Captive at Command, 
Flutt'ring in vain to be releas'd, 
He thus the gentle Girl addreſs'd : 
Looſe, gen'rous Virgin, looſe my Chain 
From me what Glory can'ſt thou gain ? 
A vain, unquiet, glitt'ring Thing, 
My only Boaſt a gorgeous Wing; 


From 
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From Flow'r to Flow'r J idly ſtray, 
The Trifler of a Summer's Day: 
Then let me not in vain implore, 
But leave me free again to ſoar. 

His Words the little Charmer mov'd, 
She the poor Trembler's Suit approv'd. 
His gaudy Wings he then extends, 
And flutters on her Finger's Ends : 
From thence he ſpoke, as vou ſhall hear, 
In Strains well worth a Woman's Ear. 

When now thy young and tender Ape, 
Is pure, and heedleis to engage 
When in thy free and open Mein, 

No Self-important Air is ſeen; 
Unknowing all, to all unknown, 

Thou liv'ſt, or prais'd, or blam'd by none. 
But when unfolding by Degrees 

The Woman's fond Deſire to pleaſe, 
Studious to heave the artful Sigh, 

And, expert of the Tongue and Eye, 
Thou ſett'ſt thy little Charms to ſhow, 
And ſport'ſt familiar with the Beau; 
Forſaking then the ſimple Plain, 

To mingle with the courtly Train, 
Thou in the Midnight Ball ſhall fee, 
Things apparell'd juſt like me; 

Who round and round, without Deſign, 
Tinſil'd in empty Luftre ſhine : 

As dancing thro' the ſpacious Dome, 
From Fair to Fair the Friſkers roam, 
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If charm'd with the embroider'd Pride, 
The Victim of a gay Outſide, 

From Place to Place, as me juſt now, 
The glitt'ring Gewgaw you purſue; 

What mighty Prize ſhall crown thy Pains ? 
A Butterfly is all thy Gains ! 


ll. 
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The PARTING of 


SIRENO and DIANA, 


Engliſh'd by Sir Car. Scrope. 
The ARGUMENT. 


Sireno and Diana having lov'd each other with a 
moſt violent Paſſion, Sireno is compelPd, upon the 
Account of his Maſter's Service, to go for ſome 
Time into a Foreign Country, The melancholy 


Parting of the two Lovers is the Subject of the 
following Eclogue. 


LOSE by a Stream, whoſe flow'ry Bank 
might give 
Delight to Eyes that had no Cauſe to grieve, 
The ſad Si rens ſat, and fed his Sheep, 
Which now, alas! he had no Joy to keep; 
Since his hard Fate compell'd him to depart 


From her dear Sight, who long had charm'd his 
Heart, 


Fix'd 
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Fix'd were his Thoughts upon the fatal Day 
That gave him firſt what this muſt take away ; 
'Through all the Story of his Love he ran, 

And nought forgot that might increaſe his Pain. 
Then with a Sigh raiſing his heavy Eyes, 

Th' Approach of his afflicted Nymph he ſpies 
Sad as ſhe was, ſhe loſt no uſual Grace, 

But as ſhe paſs'd ſeem'd to adorn the Place : 
Thither ſhe came to take her laſt Farewell; 
Her ſilent Look did her ſad Buſineſs tell. 

Under a neighb'ring Tree they ſat them down, 
Whoſe Shade had oft preſerv'd them from the Sun; 
Each took the other by the willing Hand, 
Striving to ſpeak, but could no Word command : 
With mutual Grief both were ſo overcome, 
The much they had to ſay had made them dumb, 
There many a Time they two had met before, 
But met, alas! upon a happier Score: 

Cruel Reverſe of Fate, which all the Joys 
Their mutual Preſence us'd to bring, deſtroys. 
Sireno ſaw his fatal Hour draw near, 

And wanted Strength the parting Pang to bear; 
All drown'd in Tears he gaz'd upon the Maid, 
And ſhe with equal Grief the Swain ſurvey'd; 
Till his impriſon'd Paſſion forc'd its Way, 

And gave him Leave faintly at laſt to ſay, 


SIREN O, 


O my Diana] who wou'd have beliey'd 
That when the ſad Sireno moſt had griev'd, 


Any 
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Any Affliction cou'd have fall'n on me 

That wou'd not vaniſh at the Sight of thee ? 
Thy charming Eyes cou'd all my Clouds diſpel! ; 
Let but Diana ſmile, and all was well. 

Abſent from thee my Soul no Joy cou'd know, 
And yet, alas! I die to ſee thee now. 


D1iAaNa. 

Turn, O Sirens / turn away thy Face, 
While all her Shame a bluſhing Maid betrays 
For though my Eyes a ſecret Pain reveal, 

My Tongue at leaſt ſhou'd my fond Thoughts 


conceal : 


Let I wou'd ſpeak, cou'd ſpeaking do me good, 


And ſince it is to thee, methinks it ſhou'd, 

O Shephers, think how wretched I ſhall be, 
When hither I return depriv'd of thee ! 

When fitting all alone within this Shade, 
Which thou ſo oft thy tender Choice haſt made, 
J read my Name engrav'd on ev'ry Bark, 

Of our paſt Love the kind affecting Mark; 
Then my deſpairing Soul to Death muſt fly; 
And muſt thou be content to let me die? 
Why doſt thou weep? Alas! thoſe Tears are vain, 
Since ' tis thy Fault that both of us complain. 
By this the Falſhood of thy Vows I know, 
For were thy Sorrow true, thou wou'dit not go. 


SIREN o. 


Ceaſe, cruel Nymph, ſuch killing Language ceaſe, 
And let the poor Sireng die in Peace. 


Witneſs 
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Witneſs ye everlaſting Powers above, 

That never Shepherd bore a truer Love ! 
With thee 1 wiſh't had been my happy Doom, 
With thee alone to ſpend my Life to come; 
That we now part is by no Fault of mine, 
Nor yet, my deareſt Shepherdeſs, of thine; 
For as no Faith did ever mine excel, 

So never any Nymph deſerv'd ſo well. 

But the great Shepherd, whom we all obey, 
*Tis his Command that forces me away; 
Whatever he ordains none dare refuſe 

I muſt my Joy, or elſe my Honour loſe ; 
Should I to him deny th' Allegiance due, 
Thou might'ſt to thee think me diſloyal too. 


DIAN A. 


No, no, Sireno, now too late I find, 
How fond ſhe is that can believe Mankind; 
Who ſuch Excuſes for himſelf pretends, 
Will eas'ly bear the Abſence he defends. 
A little Time, I fear, will quite deface 
Thy Thoughts of me, to give another Place : 
Fool that I was my Weakneſs to betray, 
To one not mov'd with all that I can ſay. 
Go, cruel Man, embark whene'er you pleaſe, 
But take this with you as you paſs the Seas 
Tho? with the fierceſt Winds the Waves ſhould 


roar, 


That Tempeſt will be leſs than mine on Shore, 


Vor, IL K SIRENO. 
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SIREN 0. 


*Tis hard, unjuſt Suſpicions to abide, 
But who can ſuch obliging Anger chide ? 
Fair as thou art, that Charm cou'd never move 
My Heart to this Degree, without thy Love: 
For *tis thy tender Senſe of my ſad Fate, 
That does my ſharpeſt, deadli'ſt Pain create, 
Ah fear not, to what Place ſoe'er I go, 
That I ſhall ever break my ſacred Vow : 
When for another I abandon thee, 
May Heav'n, for ſuch a Crime, abandon me, 


D1AN A. 


If ever I my deareſt Swain deceive, 
Or violate the Faith that here I give : 
When to their Food my hungry Flocks I lead, 
May the freſh Graſs ſtill wither where they tread 
And may this River, when I come to drink, 
Dry up as ſoon as I approach the Brink, 
Take here this Bracelet of my Virgin Hair, 
And when for me thou can't a Moment ſpare, 
Remember this poor Pledge was once a Part 
Of her, who with it gave thee all hcr Heart. 
W here-e'er thou go'ſt, may Fortune deal with thee 
Better than thou, alas ! has dealt with me. 
Farewel ; my Tears will give me leave to, ſay 
No more than this, to all the Gods I pray 
Theſe weeping Eyes may once enjoy the Sight, 
Before they cloſe in Death's eternal Night. 
| SIRENO. 
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SIREN O. 


Then let S:re2no baniſh all his Fears, 
Heav'n cannot long reſiſt ſuch pious Tears. 
The righteous Gods, from whom our Paſſion 

came, 
Will Pity, ſure, ſo innocent a Flame; 
Reverſe the hard Decree for which we mourn, 
And let Sireno to his Joys return. 
J ſhall again my charming Nymph behold, 
And never part, but in her Arms grow old : 
That Hope alone my breaking Heart ſuſtains, 
And arms my tortur'd Soul to bear my Pains. 


— 
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Y Fops addreſs'd, by Beaus admir'd, 
Phillis with Grandmamma retir'd, 

With ſad Regret beheld the Trees, 
More naked grow at ev'ry Breeze. 
Ah! fading Leaves, of late fo gay! 
Emblems of Beauty's ſad Decay | 
She ſigh'd to think the haſty year 
Brought Winter, Cold, and Froſt ſo near. 
For now each tender trembling Beau, 
In Flannel wrapt from Top to Toe, 
In Haſte to Town impaticnt flies, 
Too cold for Warmth from Looks or Eyes : 
Whilſt Grandmamma poor Phill:s keeps, 
As by the Parlour Fire ſhe ſleeps, 
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To read good Sermons, pious Things, 


Grave Hiſt'ries, Chronicles, or Kings. 

Ah Taſk ſevere ! for not one Play, 

To paſs a ſullen Hour away; 

Nor did the Nymph reſign'd to Fate, 

Bear this impriſon'd, penſive State; 

But this her ev'ry fervent Pray'r, 

Kind Heav'n! if Phillis be your Care, 
Grant me this one, this happy Thing, 
Quick turn the Months, and Summer bring, 
That the gay flutt'ring Race again, 

May bleſs the Groves, and glad the Plain, 
But Heav'n, who ever better knows, 

To grant our Wiſhes, or our Vows, 

At once the gentle Maid to ſave, 

Call'd hence her Matron to the Grave. 


Thrice happy Change! All bounteous Heav'n! 


For this each grateful Vow be giv'n. 
See, Phillis flies the loneſome Shades, 
The purling Brooks, the ruſſet Meads ; 
In Town ſhe turns her Nights to Days, 
At Balls, Aſſemblies, Maſques, and Plays; 
And daily flaunts in Coach to Court, 

For Fops and Beaus, a public Sport, 

She weds a Lord, and bears his Name, 
Of broken Fortune, worthleſs Fame ; 
Now fly her Money and Eſtates, 

To pay his long- contracted Debts ; 

He begs the Jointure ſettled on her, 

For which he pawns his Love and Honour, 


Both 


r 
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Both worthleſs Pledges, gone to rot, 
That will not bring him in a Groat ; 
They re ſpent, when cancell'd are the Deeds, 
And Want and Poverty ſucceeds; 
With nought their Titles to ſupport, 
They live like Beggars on the Court. 
Poor Phyllis now repents in vain, 
And wiſhes Grandmamma alive again. 
Hear this, ye vain, deluded Fair, 
For Place and Titles are but Air; 
A warm, good-natur'd Countty Squire, 
With well-plow'd Lands, and Sea-Coal Fire, 
Shall give you more ſubſtantial Pleaſure, 
Than Dreſs, or Titles, — Treaſure ! 


The BRITISH SWAIN. 


In Five PASTORALS. 
By W. DAWS ON. 


e 
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B U xXx OMA, HoBNnELIA. 
LOSE by the Entrance of the woodland Plain, 
Stood the low Cottage of a jolly Swain: 

The rotting Thatch had lain for many a Vear; \ 
And on its Eves green Turfs of Graſs appear. 1 = 
Before his Hut, a little Spot of Ground | 1Y 

The Shepherd had with Hurdles fenc'd around; i 
K 3 A five 1 
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A five-barr'd Gate upon a Stake he hung, 

On which Buxcma oft with Pleaſure ſwung ; 
Within th' Encloſure of the Wicker Fence 

He kept his Ducks and Geeſe, his Cocks and Hens, 
Theſe young Buxoma fed, for *twas to her 

Of all the Poultry Colin left the Care. 

As from the Plain one Day Habnelia hied, 
Buxoma thro? the Gate the Damſel ſpied : 
Straightway ſhe beck'ned to the willing Laſs, 
Who ne'er without a Game at Chat cou'd pals, 
Acroſs the Road the tidy Maiden trip'd, 

And to Buxoma o'er the Stile ſhe ſkip'd, 

The Laſles ſat adown beneath the Shade 

A ſpreading Elm's thick blending Branches made; 
For Colin a green Bank of Sod had rear'd 
Round a tall Elm, that grew within his Yard. 
The blitheſome Damſels took this pleaſing Seat, 
And of their Sweethcarts ſang in Sonnets neat, 


BU XO MA. 


Thou know'ſt, Hobnelia, who's my fav'rite Lout; 
Tho'ſt ſeen me often ſpeed, I make no doubt, 
Into yon Nook, where Lobbin's nibbling Sheep 
Within the Compaſs of his Eye mult keep, 

As to the Swain I tripp'd the other Day, 

J pluckt a Buſh of Fern that grew i'th way. 
When with my knife aflaunt I cut the Root, 
Eftſoons I ſpied great L and C to boot: 

And well thou weeneſt, Laſs, that Schollards ſpell 
The Name of Lebbin Clout with C and L. 
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HoBNELIA, 


Ah well I wot a happy Maid art thou, 
For ſure a trimmer Lad ne'er follow'd Plough : 
But poor Hobnelia ſtill was born to prove 
The cruel Torments of neglected Love, 
I'll tell thee, Laſs, when Prittilis was wed, 
And we had ſeen the Swain and her to Bed, 
When all the Lads and Damſels flung the Hoſe, 
I only had the Luck to miſs his Noſe. 
Yet home I ſped, and for my Slouch's Sake 
Beneath my Pillow laid the plummy Cake : 
But I, inſtead of dreaming of the Wight, 
Did nought but ſleep and ſnore the live- long Night. 
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BU XO MA. 


Thou think'ſt ſo much of Slouchy, thou'ſt forgot, 
That I was there, Hobnelia, haſt thou not ? 
Doft thou not ween, thatwhen the Joint grew bare, 
The Mutton Blade-bone fell to Father's Share ! 
T begg'd it of him when he'd pickt it clean, 
And lily hid it in my Lap unſeen. 
That Night you mind we all on's lay from Home, 
Becauſe 'twas late, and we had far to come, 
So I with Roſelinda went to Bed, 
And ſlipt the Bone beneath the Maiden's Head. 
Pleas'd went toSleeep; but when the Morning came, 
Soon as we up'd, I told the Laſs my Dream, 
Straightway ſhe gan of Colinet to tell, — 
And how ſhe thought he kiſs'd her paſſing well. | |f : 
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J bid her go and ſee on what ſhe'd lain, 
And ſo we laugh'd till almoſt burſt in twain. 


HoBNEL1A. 

As the blue Sky with twinkling Stars was fill'd, 
One ſhooting croſs the Welkin I beheld : 
Straight in the Corner of my Apron blue 
T knit a Knot, and Slouchy thought of you. 

But yet to prove the Falſeneſs of my Swain, 
Before twas firm the Star was fix d again. 


BuxXOMA. 


P11 tell thee, Wench, a pretty Prank to play, 
I try'd it too myſelf the other Day, 
Three Handfuls of our whiteſt Meal I took, 
And with it blended Water from the Brook ; 
Then with clean Hands I kneaded it to Dough, 
And made the Letters of the Criſs-croſs-row, 
Eſtſoons I put em in a Baſon fair, 
And fill'd it to the Top with Water clear, 
Beneath my Bolſter this I ſafely laid, 
And flept upon it when I went to Bed ; 
But in the Morning, which was ſtrange to ſee, 
Upon the Top there ſwam an L and C; 
And theſe, they ſay, the Name of him point out 
W hoc'er to you ſhall prove a loving Lout, a 
Now L and C are found in Lobbin Clout. 


HOBN EIL IA. 


I'll do't to Night; yet in good ſooth I fear 
That after all I ſhall be ne'er the near, 
Becauſe 
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Becauſe I ne'er had Luck in all my Life ; 

For t'other Day when Goodman Cloch's Wife, 
Who lives at upper End of all the T own, 

With her firſt luſty Bairn was fall'n a-down, 
Straightway the Nurſe, in Sarc'net Hood ſo nice, 
Cut from the groaning Cheeſe each Laſs a Slice : 
With Pleaſure then I to my Cottage ſped, 

And plac'd the Cheeſewith Care beneath my Head, 
But this prov'd worſe than did the bridal Cake 
For all the Night I toſs'd and lay awake. 


BU XOMA. 


Laſt Night I dreamt a charming Dream, I trow, 
Which if you'll tell me yours, I'll let you know. 


HoBNELIA, 
Come on then, Laſs ; but fuſt you yours ſhall 
tell, 
For I too dreamt what pleas'd me paſling well, 


BUxXOMA. 

I ween'd, Hobnelia, that I ſaw a Wight, 
The feateſt of the Plain with Flow'rs bedight, 
I in my Sunday Gown was dreſt fo gay, 
And with the Shepherd deftly tripp'd away. 
Methought he from our Cottage led me ſtraight” 
Athwart the Plain to Kirk-houſe Meadow Gate, 
Thence into Kirk we ſped, and there we ſtand, : 
Until the Parſon came and join'd our Hand. 
Straight after him the jovial Shepherd ſaid, 

I Lebbin with this Ring Buxoma wed; - 


Ks But 


* 


202 nn . 


But when it came to my Turn next to ſpeak, 

I found myſelf in Bed and broad awake: 

Now then, Hobnelia, 1 your Promiſe claim, 
That you rehearſe to me your laſt Night's Dream. 


HoBNELIA, 


Since thou ſo fairly haſt propoſed thine, 
Fl keep my Word, and likewiſe tell you mine: 
Methought one Morn the Laſſes and the Swains 
Met all together on the graſſy Plains, 
They join their Hands ſo ſoon as e'er they can, 
Reſolv'd to play at Thread-my-Needle-Nan ; 
Each Shepherd took the Laſs he lik'd the beſt, 
When Sleuchy pickt out me from all the reſt; 
Tho” Doudilis, foul Quean! had Hopes her Smile 
Wor'd ſure the Lubbar of his Heart beguile. 
But, oh! Buxema, canſt thou gueſs my Glee, 
When ſpite of her he gave his Hand to me ? 
Such Joy's too great to laſt, you well may deem, 
Eftſoons I wak'd, and found 'twas all a Dream. 


BuxoM A, 
Then fear not, Laſs, to die all crown'd with 
Willow, 
J hid a Bunch of Savine in your Pillow, 
And Gammer Dreamwell always ſaid, you ween, 
That then your Sweetheart true is ever ſeen. 


Now then Fl! tell you cheery News beſide, 


I ſhail before next Year be made a Bride: 


[1 heard the Nightingale this Morning ling, 


Nor have I heard the Cuckow all the Spring; 
And 
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And Good- wives ſay, ſhe ne'er to wed ſhall fail, 

That fore the Cuckow hears the Nightingale. 
More ſhe had ſaid, but that the Hens and Cocks 

By their loud Cackling made her ken a Fox, 

Sly Reynard throws a Goſling o'er his Back, 

And ſcuds away toward the Barley Stack ; 

Buxoma ran in Haſte to ſnatch the Broom, 

But in the Hurry took a Prong i'th* Room. 

Juſt at that Time the Shepherd Cuddy paſt, 

And wonder'd where the Damſel hied ſo faſt ; 

Adown Buxvma falling from the Stile, 

What Cuddy ſaw would make a Parſon ſmile. 

At length he ſpies the Fox, and quick purſues, 

And from his Jaws redeem'd the wounded Gooſe. 

The Swain return'd expeCting of his Bliſs, 

How from each Damſel he ſhould gain a Kiſs ! 

But as they both ſtood leaning on the Y ate, 

Sadly bewailing the poor Golling's Fate, 

Soon as they ſpied it in the Shepherd's Hand, 

Their Ground no longer cou'd the Laſſes ſtand ; 

But bluſhing {till at what he'd ſeen before, 

Fled from the Yate, and clapt the Cottage Door. 
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The BRITISH S WAIN. 


PASTORAL I. = 
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RosSELINDA. 


ENEATH a ſhady Wood at Break of Day 
All on the Ground ſad Reoſelinda lay; 
A little Hillock turfted o'er with Graſs 

Form'd a ſoft Pillow for the penſive Laſs. 

Thus Ry/elinda lay, while round her ſmile 

The red-edg'd Daiſie and green Camomile. 

The pining Daiſie hung its envious Head, 

Languid its Whiteneſs grew, and pale its Red; 

No more it ſpreads its Colours to the Sun, 

Thoſe Beauties were by Roſelind outdone. 

When thus the Maiden vents her rueful Tale. . 

And Tears with fluent Eloquence prevail, 

The Winds are conſcious to her Plaints alone, 

And in ſoft Murmurs anſwer ev'ry Groan. 

Ah! Colinet, ſhe cry'd, how long muſt I. 

Wiſh for my Death, yet:be deny'd to die? 

Thy Roſelinda now nought elſe can crave, 

Since ſhe has follow'd mourning to thy Grave.. 

J well remember my Concern for you, 

When round your Cot the jetty Raven flew, 
And 
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And three Times croak'd ; but when it ceas'd its 
Flight, | 
And on your new-made Thatch I faw it light, K 
Oh! none can tell how grievous was my Fright! Þ 
Down on my Knees I fell, and begg'd of Pan, 
To pity Roſelind, and ſpare her Swain; 
But begg'd in vain ; for on that very Night 
I by your Window ſpied this diſmal Sight: 
The Dogs beneath had routed up the Ground, 
Which tho' I thrice fill'd up, thrice open found, 
And more to fill the Meaſure of my Woe, 
They give three om*nous Howls before they go. 
I, all in Tears, cry'd, Colinet is gone, 
And I poor hapleſs Maiden am undone ! 
That Haw-thorn Hedge, that wont ſo blithe- 
tappear,.- 
And trim with Flow'rs when Colinet was here, 
No more ſhall ſeem or blithe or gay again,, 
Since cruel Death my Colinet has ta'en;. 
The gold-bilPd Blackbird, and thedapple Thruſh, 
That wont to carol ſweet on ev'ry Buſh, 
No longer Pleaſance give; my Shepherd's Art. 
Form'd the melodious Sounds that fir'd the Heart. 
When firſt I went a Field to milk my Cow, 
I ſaw him ſtand by Gaffer Hobſon's Mow, 
And whilſt he careleſs lean'd upon his Rake, 
My riſtng Boſom panted for his Sake: 


StraightI hy'd Home, twas Eve of good Saint. Mart, 


Then I-reſoly'd to know my loving Spark. 


My 
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My Dame, not weening what was in my Head, 

Eat ſome Milk-Porridge, and went up to Bed. 

My Houſe I ſwept, a bonny Fire I made, 

Set out the Table, and the Cloth I laid, 

Then brought the Victuals from the Shelf within, 

And hung a clean waſh'd Smock a-croſs a Line; 

Then who wou'd come to turn it watch'd to ſee, 

For he they ſay ſhall your true Lover be. 

Beneath the Table I ſat down unſeen, 

And e'er 'twas long young Colinet came in, 

As near as I can gueſs twas one a Clock, 

When pleas'd I ſaw the Shepherd turn my Smock. 

But ah the piteous Sight for Roſelind / 

A Satyr bore a Coffin cloſe behind. 

At this, ſurpriz'd, to Bed with Speed I creep, 

Nor got that live- long Night one Wink of Sleep. 

A thouſand Whimſies ſtill poſſeſs'd my Head, 

But moſt I fear'd that Colinet was dead. 

Next Morning raithe I roſe before the Sun, 

And in my Shift I to my Caſement run, 

When overjoy'd I ſpy'd my Colinet 

Paſs whiſtling gay by Cuddh's Meadow Gate, 
Unwittily at Night I went to Bed, 

And ſlept with Prayer-Book beneath my Head. 

The waggiſh Pruttilis had laid it there, 

And plac'd it open in a Leaf moſt rare, 

The Place whereby the Parſon does the Work, 

When Lads and Laſſes join their Hands at Kirk. 

She put a Sixpence too, and croſs'd a Pair 


Of Box-haft Knives, whichſhe had bought laſt Fair, 
She 
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She had been told, it ſeems, that this wou'd prove 
A Charm to make one dream of one's true Love. 
As thus J lay, the Viſions of the Night 
O'er-joy'd my Boſom with too vaſt Delight. 
Methought I ſaw a blitheſome Lad come forth, 
Dight with the Beauties of the plunder'd Earth. 
The Cowlſlip, Daiſie, Roſe and Jeſſamine 
In blended Wreaths about his Temples twine. 
Straight from his Head he doff'd the Garland now, 
And plac'd the flow'ry Trophies on my Brow. 
Juſt here the envious Cock my Slumbers broke, 
By crowing Thrice, till from my Dream I *woke. 
So up I got as ſoon as I cou'd ſee, 
And ſped acroſs the Mead to milk my Kee. 
Then Home with ſmoaking Kit eftſoons I came, 
Churn'd laſt Night's Cream, and then call'd up 
my Dame. 
T fed my Poultry, and well ſerv'd the Swine, 
And carry'd Hay to keep in Heart my Kine. 
Then Prittilis and I a Bargain make, 
To gang i'th' Afternoon to Byſh-Green Wake. 
Where when we came, a jovial Crew we found 
Of Lads and Laſſes ſeated on the Ground. 
Two oaken T owcls in the Midſt were laid, 
And two new Belts of tougheſt Leather made. 
High in the Air there hung a flow'ry Crown, 
To Grace his Brows that had the Conqueſt won. 
Beſide the Garland way'd a Riband too, 
The cleareſt Sky ne'er ſhow'd a fairer Blue. 
| Then 
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Then Clouterkin came forth, a Belt he took, 

And challeng'd all the Swains with haughty Look. 
Young Colinet ſtept up towards the Clown, 
Took t' other Belt, and laid the Bumkin down, 
The angry Swain reſolv'd to've t'other Bout; 
But Colinet ſoon threw the clumſy Lout. 

The Lad diſgrac'd, amid the Croud retir'd, 
When Colinet, with Thirſt-of Glory fir d, 
Snatch'd up the oaken Weapon from the Ground, 
And wav'd it thrice with defteſt Motion round. 
Then Clouterkin advanc'd with mighty Rage, 
Reſolvy'd once more the Victor to engage. 

The other Cudgel from the Earth he took, 
Their Lengths once meaſur'd, no Delay they brook. 
Long Time the Fray was doubtful of its End 
For both with Art oppoſe, with Art defend. 

As on the Graſs the rohe Laſſes ſate, 

Their Breaſts oft anxious heav'd for Colinet. 


The peerleſs Lad at length grew wondrous quaint, 


And to'ards the Lubbard's Heels he made a Faint: 

The Lout there guards, unmindful of his Fate, 

So Colinet ſtruck home, and broke his Pate. 

A ſympathizing Laugh ſpreads o'er the Plains, 

Poor Cloutertin was jear'd by all the Swains. 

A threefold Conqueſt Colinet might boaſt ; 

For Damſels ſtrove who ſhou'd applaud him moſt. 

Straight with the Ribband blue the Victor's bound, 

And the gay Garland girt his Temples round. 

With Eyes intent the jealous Laſſes view, 

What happy Maid the Conqu'ror ſhou'd ſubdue. 
Smiling 
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Smiling acroſs the Ring the Shepherd ſped, 
And plac'd the Sylvan Wreath around my Head. 
The Ribband too he gave me, and with this, 
A long- expected and long-wiſh't-for Kiſs. 
Bedight with theſe, I all that Day was ſeen 
Mixt with the Lads and: Laſſes on the Green { 
In various Dance as fine as any Queen; 
Till fable Clouds, deckt round with golden Light, 
Forewarn'd the Shepherds of approaching Night, 
At ſetting Sun the rural Paſtimes end, 
The ruſtic Rout diſpers'd, all homeward tend; 
Twixt the green Quickſets Colinet and I, 
Pleaſing and pleas'd, toward my Cottage hie. 
Sometimes he preſs'd my Hand, and ſighing ſaid, 
Oh! were it always thus, my charming Maid | 
Sometimes to make the Journey ſeem leſs long, 
He'd paſs the idle Moments in a Song; 
Orwith his Pipe he'd fill the neighb'ring Grounds, 
Till pining Echoes wanton'd with the Sounds, 
By various Repetition; whilſt the Swain 
Play'd careleſs on thro' ev'ry puzzling Strain. 
How pleaſant has it been to ſee the Fawns, 
Fleet as the Winds, ſcud o'er the ruſſet Lawns ? 
Or ſet with Colinet, and ſee the Lambs 
In harmleſs Sports friſk round their fleecy Dams? 
We ſurely were the blitheſt Laſs and Swain, 
That ever tended Sheep upon the Plain. 
But, now, alas! all Sun-burnt is my Neck, 
The Cherry glows not on my faded Check. 

So 
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So pale my Face is grown, I carce cou'd tell 
I ſaw my own ſad Face in yonder Well. 
Oh! never my Viſage bloom again, 
Till I in Death ſhall join my peerleſs Swain! 
Ah Colinet] thou Lad of muckle Meed, 
That well couldſt ſing, and dance, and tune the 
Reed | | 

Why do I think on what he was? He's dead, 
And Roſelinda's ev'ry Joy is fled. 

Thus ſung the Maid her melancholy Tale, 
In Muſic mournful as the Nightingale, 
When duſky Clouds acroſs the Welhin flew, 
And ſpread a fable Mantle o'er its Blue, 
The gaudy heav'nly Bow fo rear explains 
A Tempeſt riſing, and deſcening Rains. 
The piteous Damſel leaves her graſſy Bed, 
And throꝰ a neighbouring Meadow homeward ſped; 
With ſwelling Teats her lowing Cattle ſtand, 
And wait the gentle Preſſure of her Hand, 
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Sing the Carols of two blitheſome Swains, 
Both fed their Flocks on Yorkſhire's graſſy 
Plains. 
The flow'ry Banks were gilded by the Sun, 
Which now had more than Half his Journey run, 
The woolly Sheep lay baſking in the Blaze, 
Whilit he aſlaunt ſhot forth his milder Rays. 
But now to ſeek the Hedges they began, 
And there for Noon-tide Shelter panting ran. 
Their Keepers too retir'd beneath the Shade 
An aged Oak's wide ſpreading Branches made. 
Here Clouterkin and Slouchy hap'd to meet, 
And plac'd themſelves upon a tufted Seat, 
Whilſt Tray and Ihitefoot lay at either's Feet. 
Each eat his homely Meſs ; but in the End 
They ſcarce knew how their idle Time to ſend 
When Colinet appearing on the Plain, 

Young Slouchy thus beſpoke his Fellow Swain. 


SLOUCHY.. 
We of't were wont to have a Bout in Verſe, 


While ev'ry Lout did what he pleas'd rehearſe. 
| While 
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Why ſtand we Mute then, whilſt our fleecy Sheep 
Beneath the Shadow of yon Quickſet ſleep ? 

And ſee where Colinet i'th' Nick of Time 

Is come to judge which of us beſt can Rhime. 


CLOUTERKIN. 


Slouchy, come on; but III not ſtrive for nought; 
For I to ſing by Lobbin Clout was taught: 

And Lobbin is, you ween, the defteſt Swain, 
That ever danc'd or ſung on all the Plain: 

Now therefore for a Wager I will lay 

Tray's new Braſs Collar, mine ſhall be the Day. 


SLOUCHY. 


Wagers I love not; for I've heard 'em ſay, 
That none but Fools and Fiddlers W agers lay: 
But ſince the Collar is on your Part laid, 

III ſtake this knotted Sheep- hook newly made, 
Now then begin, and to your Verſes look: 
The Collar Vhitefoot wears, or you the Crook. 


CLOUTERKIN. 


Thee, Blouzelinda, for my Song I take: 
For thee alone my Carols trim 1 make 
Eftſoons return to me, my Miſtreſs fair, 

Or all my ragged Sheep will quite grow bare. 
Believe me, Slouchy, for I'm ſure you may, 
A neater Laſs ne'er made a Cock of Hay. 
Often with Pleaſure on the Graſs I've laid, 
While Prittilis and ſhe their Gambols play'd. 


SLOUCHY, 
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I'd rather far behold my Lambkins leap 
In harmleſs Paſtimes round the older Sheep. 
There I can gaze, and fear no Danger nigh 
From the ſoft Rollings of a Damſel's Eye, 
And well the Caſe had been with both, I trow, 
If we had learnt this Leſſon long ago. 


CLOUTERKIN, 

Slouchy, you did not talk thus erſt I ween, 
When Doudilis did whilome trip the Green, 
Then wou'dft thou ſtand all leaning on thy Crook, 
Gape at the Laſs, and like a Lubbar look : 
'Then ſing her Name in Madrigals fo rare, 

Tho' ſhe with Blouzelind cou'd ne'er compare. 


SLOUCHY. | 
Hold, witleſs Lout, thou ſhow'ſt thy Skill, I 
ween, 
With Doudilis to name ſo foul a Quean. 


As well the Crow were liken'd to the Dove, 
As Blouzelinda to the Laſs I love. 


CLOUTERKIN, 

Then tell me, Slouchy, pray what boots thy Love, 
Since from theſe Plains thy Doudilis does rove ? 
Prithee go ſeek her, Swain, and leave thy Flocks, 
Ordrive em with their Y ounglings o'er the Rocks; 
Till pierc'd with Scant of Food they grow ſo thin, 
That all their Ribs are number'd thro' their Skin. 


SLOUCHY, 
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Better do that, than having loſt my Crook, 
With folded Arms like Crook/more Lion look. 
But prithee ſince thou talk'ſt of meagre Sheep, 
What Lout does Goodman Heb/or's Y ounglings 

keep? | 
Unhappy Herds ! their Fleeces all are ſhorne, 
Not by the Sheers, but by the Brambles torn. 
Thou doſt both Vounglings and their Maſter bilk ; 
For ev'ry Hour the Yews thou twice did milk. 
Shent with the lack of Food the Lambkins bleat, 
And ſuck in vain the drained ſpongy Teat. 


CLOUTERKIN, 


Tell me, thou Carle, did e' er you ſee me climb 
Old Cloddy's Orchard Fence at Midnight Time? 
Tray ſtood and cock'd his Ears awhile to hark, 
Then ſmelt you out, and gan aloud to bark, 

I wak'd old Cuddy, bid him ſpeed to riſe, 

If of his Orchad he the Fruit did prize. 
Adown you leapt, and ſtuck my watchful Tray, 
Then ſkulk'd behind a Tree, or ran away. 


SLOUCHKY. 


Lubbar, 'tis falſe, thou lying Shepherd Swain! 
And if thu dar'ſt to ſay it once again, ö 
Iſtraight will bunch thee all around the Plain. 


CLOUTERK IN. 
Fil ſay't again, and will again it ſay; 
For thon was't bitten in the Leg by Tray. 
You 
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You bunch me round the Plain! you ſloucing 
Carle, 

You cannot bite, you can & nought but ſnarl. 

Were not you beaten at the laſt Year's Wake, 

Whenyoufrom Cuddywou'd his Sweet- heart take? 

Did not old Cloddy break thy ſenſeleſs Pate, 

For being ſaucy by our Meadow Y ate ? 

Thou haſt been threſh'd at times by ev'ry Swain, 

Yet, ingoodſooth, you'd kick me round the Plain! 

Bumkin, come on, if yet you dare to fight; 

For I'm reſoly'd this once to prove your Might. 


CoLINET. 
Hold, Peeviſh Witlings ! if theſe Brawls are 
Songs, 
To ſome one elſe to name the beſt belongs. 
So like your Carols are from laſt to firſt, 
I vow and ſwear, I wot not which is worſt. 
Riſe, Shepherds, riſe ; you, Slouchy, keep your 
Crook, 
And drive your Flocks to Water at the Brook. 
You, Clouterkin, your Collar likewiſe keep, 
And better learn henceforth to tend thy Sheep, 
Agree in Love, for Shame, ye wayward Swains, 
Nor let ſuch Broils diſturb the peaceful Plains. 
The Sun's adown ; ye Shepherds, ſpeed away, 


Your Herds have left the Shades, and ſoon will 


ſtray. 
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CLopp, and GRUB BIN OI. 


CLODDY. 
HERE gang'ſt thou, Grubbinol ? what, 
into Town ? 
Awhile, if thou haſt Leiſure, fit adown, 
As yet no Sun doth o'er the Hills appear, 
And Folk of Town wont not to up ſo rear. 
With pearly Dew the Blades of Grafs are dight, 
And mounting Larks with Songs the Sun invite. 


GRUBBINOL. 

From ev'ry Buſh is heard the Note of Birds, 
And the freſh Morn a Pleaſance blithe affords. 
Not far I'm going, and awhile will ſtay, 

If thou wilt tend my Herds when I'm away. 
A ſad Miſchance had I but yeſter Eve, 
When on theſe Plains my Flocks I hap't to leave: 
The Ram athirſt did to the River hie, 
His Fleeces even now been't thorow dry. 


CLODDY. 


Come then, my Lad, let's take this blitheſomeSeat, 


Anon I'Il give your Flocks all Tendance meet: 
But 
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But tell me, Grubbinol, the Reaſon why 

So often into Town thou'rt wont to hie. 

I ſhrewdly ween, thou'ſt kenn'd ſome Damſel ſmart, 
And by a heedleſs Look haſt loſt thy Heart. 


GRURBBIN OI. 


Cleddy, I deem thee for a cunning Wight, 
Since thou ſo rightly judgeſt of my Plight. 
Nor am I wiſtful that my Love is known, 
Since Violetta makes my Caſe thy own. 
Alike we rearly riſe, alike we pine ; 

My Heart's Oafelia's, Violetta's thine. 


CLODDY, 


While Sky-Larks build their Neſts upon the 
Ground, 

And bat' ning Eels in ſlimy Dykes are found; 
While nimble Squirrels friſk from Spray to Spray, 
And weak-ey'd Owls avoid the Sight of Day; 
While Willows flouriſh by the flowing Stream, 

So long ſhall Violetta be my Theme, 


GRUBBINOI. 


Sooner ſhall Reeds the higheſt Hills adorn, 
And ſultry Noon be cooler than the Morn: 
Ssooner ſhall Aſpen Leaves forget to ſhake, 
And buxom Laſſes chace the ſpeckled Snake: 
Sooner ſhall Ivy ceaſe the Oak to bind, 
Than my Oafelia vaniſh from my Mind. 
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CLoDDY. 


As I laſt Year by yonder Copſe did ſpeed, 
I ſaw a painted Jay her Neſtling feed. 
Straightway did I unto her Net repair, 
And robb'd the tender Old- one of its Care. 
I fed the gaping Bird full many a Day, 
Then ſlit its Tongue, and taught it thus to ſay: 
Tho I with dainty Plumes am clad fo rare, 
Yet Violetta trimmer 1s by far. 


GRUBBINOL. 


AsTI one Night was tripping home from Field, 
Tir'd with its Flight, a Magpye I beheld. 
Ere it could reſt, the weary Bird I caught, 
Convey'd it home, and ſoon this Leſſon taught: 
Oafelia, leave the Town, and cheer the Plain ; 
For Grubbinol all be thy faithful Swain. 
When Mag could well repeat this Verſe ſo rare, 
I turn'd it loſe again, to fleet in Air. 
This Bird the Talk of ev'ry Lout did prove, 
And by this neat Device I gain'd my Love. 


CLoDDY. 


As I of Land an Ox-gang plough'd one Day, 
Gay Violetta in the Hedges lay: 
Soon as I turn'd my Back, the buxom Maid 
With mellow Apples briſkly plied my Head, | 
I minding not the Proverb to fulfill, 
To catch that Mouſe ſoon let the Plough ſtand ſtill. 
'T he 
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The Wanton hid herſelf, and would not ſpeak, 
Yet giggled loud, leſt I in vain ſhould ſeek, 


GRUBBINOL, 


The Lads and Damſels all one Even-tide 
Together met, and play'd at Hoopers-hide. 
The Lot determin'd me from ev'ry Clown, 
That while the reſt did hide, muſt lie adown. 
Adown I lay, yet caſt a ſide-long Eye, 

And ſaw Gafelia to the Hay-rick hie. 

Straight forthe nonceI paſs'deach Swain and Laſs, 
And made as tho' the Hay-rick I wou'd paſs, 
Oafelia hoop'd, the Reaſon ween you well 
For ſays the Proverb, Never Kiſs and tell. 


CLODDY. 


One ſultry Noon beneath a Tree I lay, 
And on my Pipe to pleaſe myſelf did play. 
The clouded Welkin darken'd ſoon the Plain, 
And here or there adown fell Drops of Rain: 
Her Flocks my Violetta left in haſte, 
I ken'd the Damſel as ſhe deftly paſt. 
As from the Plain ſhe overly did flee, 
A ſilken Garter dropt from off her Knee, 
Away I ſped, and caught it in a Trice, 
And read eftſoons thereon this neat Device: 
As this is wont my tender Knee to bind, 
So to my Heart my Sweet-heart true is twin'd, 
Oh! may I prove that Sweet-heart true to be! 
For ſure I am ſhe thought of was by me : 
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And Lads and Laſſes ſay, your Sweet-heart true, 
Whene'er your Garter flackens, thinks of you. 


GRUBBINOL, 


Ten Pigs my Sow did farrow t'other Night, 
And ev'ry Tenth you wot's the Parſon's Right. 
Laſt Eve I Home did bear the ſqueaking Fee, 
And there I hap'd the Parſon's Maid to ſee, a 
Who wiſtful look d, and fix'd her Eyes on me. 

J left the Pig, and would no longer ſtay, 

But for Oafelia's Sake I turn'd away, 

Tho? well I ween, if I would faithleſs prove, 
The Parſon's Maid would fix on me her Love. 


CLoDDpy. 
I wou'd not Violetta leave to gain 
The Love of all the Laſſes on the Plain. 
The feateſt Laſs is ſhe, nor lack I Wealth; 
So let us to the George, and drink her Health. 


GRUBBINOL, 


I wou'd with all my Heart, but muſt away, 
T have already made too long a Stay : 
For, ſee, the Sun has dry'd up all the Dew, 
'That now the Graſs will ſcarcely wet one's Shoe, 
But Cloddy tend my Herds if they ſhould lack, 
And I will owe a Pot when I come back, 
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SLOUCHY. 


"T\ O cloſe the Proſpect of the graſſy Plains, 
Where fleecy Flocks are tended by the 
Swains, | 
Bedight with dusky Greens a Hill appear'd ; 
} Slouchy, beneath, his homely Cottage rear'd. 
Shady it ſtood beneath two aged Oaks, 
Juſt thro' its Thatch the lowly Chimney ſmoaks, 
Slouchy, of all the Swains the feateſt Wight, 
Here fat adown,. and plain'd his piteous Plight. 
In Rills, on one Hand, ran a purling Brook; 
Neglected, on the other, lay his Crook. 
On a near Elm a murm'ring Turtle fate, 
In dreary Cooings wail'd its abſent Mate. 
All round him lay his brinded Kine and Sheep, 
i His bearded Goats, and Lightfoot too aſleep, 
| A Nightingale to aid his Ditty came, 
| And nightly Howlets gan their diſmal Scream. 
Rueful he ſat, beheld his rural Care, 
His Dog, his Goats, his Kine, and Sheep ſo fair: 
| L 3 Soon 
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Soon as his heaving Boſom gave a Groan, 
To Hills and Woods he made this bootleſs Moan: 
Ah hapleſs Slouchy / hapleſs Lad indeed! 
When with my Cattle firſt to Town I ſpede, 
A Laſs all gayly dight I hap'd to ſee, 
From whence, oh rueful Day! farewell my Glee, 
Come, Roſelinda, come, to cheer thy Swain; 
For Mirth it were to ker: thee trip the Plain, 
And certes well, if rightly I can deem, 
A ſtudded Sheep-hook wou'd thy Hand beſcem. 
A ſylvan Wreath each Shepherd wou'd compole 
Of ev'ry Flow'r that in the Meadow grows. 
The harmleſs Kidlings round wou'd friſk and play, 
And joyous Sonnets paſs the Time away. 
Come, Roſelinda, come, to cheer thy Swain; 
For Mirth it were to ken thee trip the Plain, 
Nor doſt thou need this rural Life deſpiſe, 
Or this ſmall Cottage for its homely Guiſe : 
Cou'd I from thee but once my Heart remove, 
Joyous wou'd Daudilis receive my Love. 
What tho' her Skin doth lack thy roſie Hue? 
The Haw-thorn Red doth aye the Ground beſtrew. 
Come, Roſelinda, come, to cheer thy Swann , 
For Mirth it were to ken thee trip the Plain. 
Theſe woolly Flocks, and all theſe Cattle fair, 
Have, for thy Sake, full often been my Care ; 
But ſhall no more; ſince me thou doſt diſdain, 
Nor aſk'ft what Herds I have that graze the Plain. 
Theſe bleating Sheep, theſe lowing brinded Kee 
To thy ſoft Hand wou'd yield their Milk with —.— 
cave 
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Leave me ye Lambkins, and ye Kidlings go; 
For I, alas] am ſhent with piteous Woe ! 
Come, Roſelinda, come, to cheer thy Swain; 
For Mirth it were to ken thee trip the Plam. 


This tender Cade-lamb up by Hand I've brought, 


And many blitheſome Frolicks I have taught. 
*T wou'd pleaſe thee much, and make thee blithe 
and gay, 

Lo ſee the ſportive Youngling deftly play. 

This Daudilis has often begg'd in vain, 

But now eftſoons ſhe will the Gift obtain. 
Come, Roſelinda, come, to cheer thy Swain z 
For Mirth it were to ken thee trip the Plain, 

Whilom for joyous Carols I was known : 

Now well-a-day all Merriment is gone 

I wily Riddles ſhall no more compoſe, 

With which my cunning Mates I wont to poſe, 

I've puzzled oft the Laſſes and the Swains, 

And Kiſſes ſweet did well reward my Pains. 

To know the Senſe, each Laſs wou'd hie alone; 

I kiſs'd 'em firſt, then told 'em ev'ry one. 
Come, Roſelinda, come, to cheer thy Swain 
For Mirth it were to ken thee trip the Plain. 

A neater Laſs the Plains ſhall never ſee, 

Nor one ſo gay bedeck't by half as thee. 

I'll ſheer my woolly Sheep in yonder Barn, 

The fineſt Wool thyſelf ſhall ſpin to Yarn ; 

We'll dye the fineſt Yarn thy Hands have ſpun, 

To make for thee a gaudy Sunday Gown, 


L 4 Came, 


224 The Mo AN. 


Come, Roſelinda, come, to cheer thy Swain; 
For Mirth it were to ken thee trip the Plain, 

Geeſe, Ducks, and Pullets, here in plenteous Store, 

And cobbling Turkies peck around the Door. 

At Chri/tmas-tide a good plump Gooſe we'll kill, 

Thy cleanly Hands the ſtretching Neck ſhall fill 

With Grots and Blood, with Herbs and Spice ſo 

rare, 

Knit up both Ends, and form a Pudding fair : 

Then our own Oven will I heat, and bake 

The Carcaſe in a Pye, which thou ſhalt make. 
Come, Roſelinda, come, to cheer thy Swain ; 
For Mirth it were to ken thee trip the Plain. 

When we a Field ſhall reap the Wheat ſo brown, 

You binding Sheaves which I ſhall cut adown, 

T1 ſtill be near thee, and amuſe the Day 

With ſome quaint Catch, or buxom Roundelay, 
Come, Roſelinda, come, to cheer thy Swain ; 
For Mirth it were to ken thee trip the Plain, 

Ah woe is me | for Woe does {till betide, 

Since the tight Laſs firſt drew my Eyes aſide, 

Ah well-a-day that Slouchy eber was born! 

For the Town Maiden Slouchy's Love does ſcorn, 

Sleep on my Goats, my udder'd Cattle ſleep ; 

Sleep on, ye Lambkins, and thou Lightfoot ſleep. 

Ah hapleſs Slouchy / now what wilt thou do ? 

If one Laſs fails thee, thou mayſt find a new. 
Then come, my Doudilis, to cheer thy Swain; 
For Mirth it were to ken thee trip the Plain. 


RURAL 
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RURAL HAPPINESS. 


APPY the Man, to whom kind Heav'n 
A few paternal Fields has giv'n 

Thereon a uſeful Stock to graze, 
To guard from Want, and live at Eaſe ; 
A Cottage neatly kept and clean, 
And by it cloſe a running Stream; 
A Garden join'd, that does afford 
Sufficient for its Maſter's Board ; 
Therein a Bow'r where Jeſſamine, 
And fragrant Honeyſuckles join, 
With artful Wreaths, at ſcorching Noon, 
T” expel the Fury of the Sun. 

If ſuch my Lot, what ſhou'd I more? 
I'd covet not the Miſer's Store; 
I wou'd not wiſh for ſhining State; | | 
Or view, with envious Eyes, the Great; 
Or Sigh for Splendors of a Court, 
Where Kings themſelves are Fortune's Sport. | 

Unmov'd and calm, I'd hear from far 
The Noiſe and. Thunder of the War; 
Where, midſt Alarms, and Cannons Roar, 
Midſt dying Groans, and Seas of Gore, 
The guilty Soldier hunts for Fame; 
And, ſtain'd with Blood, acquires a Name. | 


I'd unconcern'd the Merchant view 
Thro' ſtormy Seas his Way purſue, , 
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In ſearch of Gain, ſtill wanting more 
(Tho' rich enough) t' encreaſe his Store. 


Exempt from Suits ſerenely hear 


The Brawls of the litigious Bar; 

Where perjur'd Gownmen wreſt the Laws, 

And, brib'd, give up the juſteſt Cauſe. 
From giddy Crowds, and Faction freed, 

When earn'd, I'd eat my peaceful Bread : 

Nor ſhou'd my Hand refuſe the Plough, 

Or gather what I did not ſow : 

Nor wou'd I, undeſerving, wear 

What from my Sheep I did not ſhear ; 


All Labour needful to beſtow, 


With chearful Heart I'd undergo. 
Reliev'd from that, and Time to ſpare, 

I now and then wou'd courſe a Hare : 

Another Time the Angler's Skill, 

A vacant Hour or two ſhou'd fill. 

Diverſions each, with moderate Uſe, 

That to a reverend Age conduce. 


Sometimes, to know what happ'd of Y ore, 


I'd o'er a ſage Hiſtorian pore ; 

Or elſe an Hour or two I'd ſpend 

With Pope, or ſome poetick Friend ; 

Each in Degree my Shelf ſhould grace, 
From Homer down to Hudibras. 

On Sundays always---once a Day--- 

I'd go to hear the Parſon pray ; 

Or from his Pulpit make Oration, 

With now and then---a good Quotation 
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And if his Text he handled nice, 
Perhaps I'd go to hear him twice. 
Another Time, in cheerful Mood, 
If near my homely Dwelling ſtood 
(And that I'd wiſh) a Cot or too, 
With a good honeſt Friend, or ſo, 
| J wou'd a pleaſant Ev'ning pals ; 
| Where, free from Scandal, o'er a Glaſs, 
, Or ſpacious Jug of ſparkling Beer 
| (To Burgundy ſuperior far) 
We wou'd of various Things debate; | : 
Or Pun, or Joke, or Tale relate : 
And then anon the Subject turn, 
And talk about our own Concern ; 
Jus how our Fields we ſhou'd beſtow ; 
Which beſt for Paſture, which for Plough : 
What Fruit wou'd ſuch an Orchard yield; 
What Loads of Corn, wou'd ſuch a Field. 
That o'er, we'd Chat of other Things, 
And boldly weigh the Fate of Kings; 
And, free from Paſſion, gravely utter 
Our Sentiments upon the Matter ; 
How far their Quarrels bad or good, 
And which the Right or Wrong purſu'd: 
Or elſe compare our happy Station, 
With thoſe call'd Rulers of the Nation; 
Who, ign'rant of the happy Fate 
That does attend a homely State, 
And placing all their Happineſs | 
In Grandeur, poorly ſell their Peace. 
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Thus Chat, till each with Sleep oppreſt, | 
And mod'rate Charge, retire to Reſt, 

One Thing remains to ſweeten Life, 
An honeſt and a careful Wife ; 
Who lov'd and loving, ſoft and kind, 
When gloomy Cares wou'd fill my Mind, 
With ſweet Endearments wou'd repel 
The Fiend, and cruſh the growing III: 
And, more to bleſs the nuptial Tye, 
A blooming Girl and luſty Boy; 
T'enjoy, when we are dead and gone, 
The little Spot we bred em on: 
To cloſe our Eyes, when ſtealing Death 
Should rob us of our parting Breath ; 
For I this other Boon wou'd crave, 
One Dart to ſend us to the Grave. 

Nor ſhou'd our Lives be only ſuch 
As ſerve to guard us from Reproach 
But gracious Heav'n this too beſtow, 
That thoſe might mourn our Bier might view; 
Our paſſing Knell, with Grief might hear; 
Nor freeze, on Pity's Cheek, the Tear; 
And let them, when they'd read our Stone, 
Say, for the little Good we'd done--- 
« Ye happy Pair from Trouble freed ; 


% When living, lov'd; and mourn'd when dead.“ 


( 229 ) 
The SPIDER and the BEE. 
FABLE 


HE Nymph who walks the public Streets, 
And ſets her Cap at all ſhe meets, 
May catch the Fool who turns to ſtare, 


But Men of Senſe avoid the Snare. 


As, on the Margin of the Flood, 

With ſilken Line, my Lydia ſtood, 

I ſmil'd to fee the Pains ſhe took 

To cover o'er the fraudful Hook. 
Along the Foreſt, as we ſtray'd, 

You ſaw the Boy his Lime-twig ſpread ; 
Gueſs'd you the Reaſon of his Fear? 
Leſt, heedleſs, we approach'd too near. 
For, as behind the Buſh we lay, 

The Linnet flutter'd on the Spray. 
Needs there fuch Caution to delude 
The ſcaly Fry and feather'd Brood ? 
And think you, with inferior Art, 

To captivate the Human Heart ? 

'The Maid who modeſtly conceals 
Her Beauties, while ſhe hides, reveals ; 
Give but a Glimpſe, and Fancy draws 
Whate'er the Grecian Venus was. 

From Eve's firſt Fig-leaf to Brocade, 
All Dreſs was meant for Fancy's Aid ; 
Which evermore delighted dwells 

On what the baſhful Nymph conceals, 


| 
| 
( 
| 
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When 
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When Celia ſtruts in Man's Attire, 
She ſhews too much to raiſe Deſire ; 
But, from the Hoop's bewitching Round, 
Her very Shoe has Pow'r to wound. 
The roving Eye, the Boſom bare, 
The forward Laugh, and wanton Air, 
May catch the Fop, for Gudgeons ſtrike 
At the bare Hook and Bait alike ; 

While Salmon play regardleſs by, | 
Till Art, like Nature, forms the Fly, | 1 
Beneath a Peaſant's homely Thatch 
A Spider long had held her Watch; 
From Morn to Night, with reſtleſs Care, 
She ſpun her Web and wove her Snare, 
Within the Limits of her Reign 
Lay many a heedleſs Captive ſlain, 
Or flutt'ring, ſtruggled in the Toils, 
To burſt the Chain and ſhun her Wiles. 
A ſtraying Bee, that ſtray'd hard by, 
Beheld her with diſdainful Eye, 
And thus began: Mean Thing, give o'er, | 
And lay thy ſlender Threads no more; | 
A thoughtleſs Fly, or two, at moſt, 
Is all the Conqueſt thou canſt Boaſt ; 
For Bees of Senſe thy Arts evade, 
We ſee ſo plain the Nets are laid. 

The gaudy Tulip, that diſplays 
Her ſpreading Foliage to the Gaze ; 
That paints her Charms at all ſhe ſees, | 
And yields to ev'ry wanton Breeze, 


Attracts | 
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Attracts not me. Where bluſhing grows, 
Guarded with Thorns, the modeſt Roſe, 
Enamour'd, round and round I fly, 

Or on her fragrant Boſom lie; 


Reluctant ſhe my Ardor meets, 
And, baſhful, renders up her Sweets. 


To wiſer Heads Attention lend, 
And learn this Leſſon from a Friend: 
She who with Modeſty retires, | 
Adds Fewel to her Lover's Fires ; 
While ſuch uncautious Jilts as you, 


By Folly, your own Schemes undo. 


. 


EVENING; or, the ExcLAMAT ION. 


O Friends, when abſent, is Remembrance 
due ? 
It is, and, Thyr/is, moſtly fo to you. 

Abſence true Friendſhip more and more endears, 
For, as it ſtrengthens Love, it melts our Fears; 
The gen'rous Boſom, then, forgets Diſtruſt, 

But glows at ev'ry Action good and juſt, 

So of the Dead, the Vices ſhould be hid, 
And nothing Thought of but the Good they did; 
So what we need our Want enhances more, 
The moſt ungrateful Thing is conſtant Store; 
So Eaſe we better Reliſh after Pain, 


And Sickneſs pines for blooming Health again, 
ES 


—— 
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If loving ſo in Abſence thus more dear, 


Remembrance makesourbeſtlov'd Friends appear; 


Strongly, my Thyr/is, mult I feel it true, 

And Abſence heighten what I bear to you. 
O] thou then deareſt of the Social Band, 
Tho' diſtant far, and in a foreign Land; 
Thou the lov'd Partner of my happieſt Times, 


Accept theſe friendly, tributary Rhymes ; 


Their Author's Friendſhip let their Worth extend, 
Thou beſt Companion, and thou kindeſt Friend, 
Twas Ev'ning now, and now the ſetting Sun 
Had clos'd the Day, and Night her Reign begun; 
Now buſy Care and noiſy Pomp were ſtil], 
Freſh blew the Breeze, and murm'ring roll'd the 
Rill ; 
The Ether, mingling with the Clouds of Night, 
Diffus'd a duſky variegated Light. 
Dark, and more dark, the blue-top'd Mountains 
grew, 
And from their Day-ſcreen'd Haunts the Bat and 
Owlet flew. | 
*T was now the Hour that ſocial Friendſhip choſe, 
From Noiſe and Bus'neſs to enjoy Repoſe 
That wanton Lovers ſought ſequeſter'd Shades, 
And ſweet Meanders, and inchanting Glades ; 
That Cupids danc'd upon the Wings of Time, 
And Love, and Joy, and Mirth were in their Prime. 
Where Grief and Silence with the baleful Yew, 
And moping Care, and Melancholy grew; 
Where 
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Where Thought deep-wounded, and the ſorrow- 
ing Eye, 

Inſtruct Remembrance that we all muſt die; 

Where the grav'd Stone and monumental Buſt, 

Paſt Time's Hiſtorians, raoulder into Duſt ; 

Damon, once gay, involuntary ſtray'd, 

The verieſt Wretch that Sorrow ever made; 

He mov'd, but Motion liſtleſsly convey'd; 

He ſpoke, yet ſpeaking knew not what he ſaid; 

He wept, his Tears diſtill'd like Morning Dew, 

He ſigh'd, his Sighs the Breeze to Eccho blew ; 

Frenzy and Senſe, alternate, ſeem'd to ſhow 

The Height and ſad Variety of Woe. 

At length ſubſiding Paſſion, Words confeſt, 


And thus the Cauſe, the direful Cauſe expreſt: 


“ Unwarn'd alone do guilty Mortais die ? 
Is Vice alone the Mark of Miſery ? 
Is Virtue Happineſs, the certain Road 
To Bliſs eternal, and unbounded Good: 
Ah no---Alas ! the great eternal Cauſe 
Acts by ſevere unfathomable Laws ; 


Injuſtice here takes up her peaceful Reſt, 


And wild Ambition lives ſecurely bleſt; 

Here pompful Pride, with haughty Joy elate, 

Succeſsful Reign unalterably great ; 

While Virtue wounded, ſeems unjuſt to know 

The Sting of Sorrow, and the Shaft of Woe, 
And wherefore ſo ?---Oh ! wherefore thus diſ- 

penſe, 
Fortuitous thy Ways, O ! Providence ? 


Thy 


| 
| 
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Are the Juſt puniſh'd, cauſe the Guilty fin ? 
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Thy moral Dictates, wherefore ſeem they vain? 
Or if not ſo---O! why do I complain ? 

Have I been guilty ?---Let me know wherein ; 
And is unwilling Vice aſcrib'd a Sin? | 
What have I done? Oh! what the horrid Guilt? 
What Rape committed? or what Blood have ſpilt? 
Have I refus'd to give th' Unhappy Aid ? 

Have I exulted o'er the Wretch J made? 

Have I, ye Gods, augmented Sorrow's Fears, 
The Virgins Dangers, or the Orphans Tears? 
Have I been greedy with the Thirſt of Gold ? 
Or have I Innocence for Riches ſold ? 

Not ſo---Oh! why then am I mark'd by Fate, 
For all its Wretchedneſs, and all its Hate? 
Why made the Butt of boundleſs Miſery ? 

Why curs'd with Life, nor yet allow'd to die ? 
Or were it ſo, and had I ſinful been; 


Why ſhould Lowiſa, then, be call'd from hence, 
If I alone have giv'n the Gods Ottence ? 
Yet Providence in all her Ways is good, 
And ne'er reproach'd, but when miſunderſtood : 
And I have err'd, for, oh! I put my Truſt 
On earthly Joys, and thou, oh! Heav'n, art juſt, 
Fondly I doated on the Gem you gave, 
Nor doubted but the Hand that made would fave, 
Poſſeſs'd of Happineſs, I ſought no more, 1 
Nor thank'd you for th' ineſtimable Store, | 
But proudly claim'd it as a Right to me, 
Not as a Good alone deriv'd from thee. 15 

L 
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. 9 
Till juſtly you reclaim'd, the Gift was thine, 
Yours was the Bounty, and the Guilt was mine. 
Tell me, ye learned philoſophic Train, 
Is Sorrow endleſs, and Affliction vain ? 
Or have I lighten'd, by the Grief J know, 
My Load of Sorrow, and my Weight of Woe ? 
Yet, if Complaint be juſt, tis juſtly mine; 
But I am wretched, and 1 muſt reſign ; 
On Reſignation muſt alone depend, 
For Hope denies to be my Sorrows Friend, 
Hope then is dead, when we no more expect, 
And Thought is Horror when we dar'nt reflect; 
Could Recollection with Enjoyment die, 
Then might I gain Inſenſibility ; 
Then might J hope ſerene Content to know, 
And only feel the Indolence of Woe : 
But, while Thought lives, the Thought of what 13 
paſt 
Muſt with my Sorrows, with my Being laſt, 
---Nor vainly mourn I, tho' without Relief, 
No common Cauſe I know, nor common Grief ; 
That I have Cauſe, eternal Witneſs bear, 
Winds, Seas, and Fountains, Rivers, Rocks, and 
Air : 
One Hour the Extacy of Joy I knew, 
And freſh ſprung Pleaſures bloſſom'd to my; View; 
The next Death's Blight a dire Deſtruction made, 
The Leaves all wither'd, and the Plant decay'd. 
So Heav'n its Judgments unexpected brings, 
And Joy is cover'd with Affliction's Wings. 
Oh! 
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Oh ! my Louiſa, Breezes bear her Name, 
Her Praiſe extended as the Voice of Fame; 
Her Beauty was like firſt-form'd Innocence, 
Her Piety like Heav'n's Benevolence; 
Her Love was boundleſs, as her Soul could prove; 
Her Charity as boundleſs as her Love. 

Such was Louiſa, Heav'n's Epitome, 
So good, ſo great, and ſo belov'd by me; 
Her Soul to mine ſoft Sympathy conjoin'd, 
And Love-connubial kindl'd in her Mind; 
The Spark ethereal emanated forth, 
And added Luſtre to her innate Worth. 
-- The Day of Love with beating Tranſport came, 
And Hymen's Torch lit up the nuptial Flame ; 
But ſcarce the Rites reciprocal were ſpoke, 
The Altar trembled, and the V ow was broke, 
That Vow, juſt made with animated Breath, 
Now ſunk in Silence at the Stroke of Death, 
Her Soul remanded to an Angel's Care, 
And ſnatch'd to Heav'n to be an Angel there, 
So Earth and I were robb'd of Nature's Pride, 
A wedded Virgin and a Maiden Bride. 
Loudly I call'd for Death, yet call'd in vain, 
She dy'd to Pleaſure, but I liv'd to Pain ; 
And yet I live ;--- Oh! Thought forbear to ſtrays 
Upon that joyful miſerable Day; 
That Heav'n of Happineſs, that Hell of Pain, 
Which thou can'ſt never, never know again, 
---Oh ! why was I to know ſuch perfect Joy ? 
Or why, when known, ſhou'd Heav'n that Peace 
deſtroy ? 


Twould 


N 
1 
4 
y 


The EXCLAMATION. 237 


Twould ſeem as Man a Taſteof Heav'n could gain, 
To make Hell puniſh with Increaſe of Pain, 

Ye fatal Siſters who ſuſpended bear 
The Thread of Life, and cloſe theſharp-edg'd Shear, 
Or grudge me not Death's horrible Relief, 
Or ſend me Comfort to conclude my Grief. 

*Tis done, --- Heav'n hears my unobſtructed 

Pray'rs, 
And ſoften'd Mercy beaming Comfort bears; 
Forth from my Soul each gloomy Horror flies, 
And my Heart ſwells with undeſerv'd Surpriſe, 
Conſcious Conviction owns Almighty's Sway, 
And Deſperation wings her dreary Way. 
Hence then, my Soul, this certain Truth main- 
tain, 

Heav'n nor Rewards, nor puniſhes in vain: 
Heav'n broke my Proſpects in the happieſt Love, 
To make me happier in the Realms above; 
There with Louiſa to enjoy Repoſe, 
Where Pleaſure no Allay, and Joy no Surfeit knows.“ 

Now added Darkneſs clos'd his Evening Tale, 
And Night aſſum'd her ſably-clouded Veil; 
Silence now drew the Curtains of his Reſt, 
And Sleep his Soul with healing Balm poſleſt ; 
Deſpair was vaniſh'd like a Ghoſt at Day, 


And Nature with the Swain in ſoft'ning umbers 
lay. 


DAPHN1% 
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A FAS NAX. 


DAP ANIS. 


OW calm the Evening! ſee the falling 
Day 
Gilds every Mountain with a ruddy Ray ! 

In gentle Sighs, the ſoftly whiſp'ring Breeze 
Salutes the Flow'rs, and waves the trembling 
::*: 684 | 
Hark! the Night Warbler, from yon vocal Boughs, 

Glads every Valley with melodious Woes ! 

Swift thro* the Air her Rounds the Swallow takes, 

Or ſportive ſkims the Level of the Lakes, 

See! how yon Swans, with ſnowy Pride elate, 

Arch their high Necks, and fail along in State! 

Thy friſking Lambkins wanton o'er the Plain, 

And the glad Seaſon claims a gladſome Strain, 

Begin- ye Echoes, liſten to the Song, 

And with its Sweetneſs pleas'd each Note pro- 
long! | 

Feed round, my Goats, ye Sheep, in Safety graze, 

Ye Winds, breathe gently, while I tune my Lays. 

The joyous Spring draws nigh! ambroſial 

Show'rs | 

Unbind the Earth, the Earth unbinds the Flow'rs; 

The Flo'wrs blow ſweet, the Daffodils unfold 

'The ſpreading Glories of their blooming Gold. 


DAPHNIS. 
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DAaPHNIs. 


As the gay Hours advance, the Bloſſoms ſhoot, 
The knitting Bloſſoms harden into Fruit ; 


And, as the Autumn by Degrees enſues, 
The mellowing Fruit diſplay their ſtreaky Hues. 


LYCIDAS. 
When the Winds whiſtle, and the Tempeſt 


roars, 

The foaming Billows laſh the ſounding Shores, 
The blooming Beauties of the Paſtures die, 

And in gay Heaps of fragrant Ruins lie. 


 DaPHNIs. 


When glitt'ring Snow inceſſant downward pours, 
And brightens the dull Air with ſhining Show'rs ; 
The Foreſt bends beneath the fleecy Load, 

And icy Fetters bind the ſolid Flood, 


LYCIDAS. 


Sweet 1s the Spring, and gay the Summer Hours ; 
The balmy Odours breathe from painted Flow'rs 
But neither ſweet the Spring, nor Summer gay, 
When ſhe I love, my Charmer is away. 


DAPEHNIS. 


1 love, and ever ſhall my Love remain, 
The faireſt, kindeſt Virgin of the Plain; 
With 
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With equal Paſſion her ſoft Boſom glows, 


Feels the ſweet Pains, and ſhares the heav'nly 
Woes, 


LYCIDAS. 


With a feign'd Paſſion, ſhe I love beguiles, 
And gayly falſe the dear Diſſembler ſmiles ; 
But let her ſtill thoſe bleſs'd Deceits employ, 
Still may ſhe feign, and cheat me into Joy. 


DAPHNI1s. 


On yonder Bank the yielding Nymph reclin'd, 

Gods ! how tranſported I, and ſhe how kind ! 

There riſe, ye Flow'rs, and there your Pride diſ- 
play, | 

There ſhed your Odours where the Fair-one lay. 


LyCIDAS. 


O'er the ſteep Mountains, and the flow'ry Mead, 

From my Embraces the coy Wanton fled ; 

Till, by yon Stream reſtrain'd, ſhe panting ſtood, 
ſeiz d the Captive, and I bleſs'd the Flood. 


DAPHNIS. 


From me my Fair- one fled, diſſembling Play, 
And in the Dark conceaYd the Wanton lay; 
But laugh'd, and ſhew'd by the directing Sound, 
She only hid in Secret to be found. 


LYCIDAS. 
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LYCIDAS; 


Far hence to happier Climes Belinda ſtrays, 

But in my Breaſt her lovely Image ſtays ; 

Oh! to theſe Plains again, bright Nymph, repair, 
Or from my Breaſt far hence thy Image bear ! 


DAPHN15s, 


If in the murm'ring Streams be thy Delight, 
It the gay Roſe, or Lilly, pleaſe thy Sight ; 
Here the Stream murmurs, here the Roſes glow, 


Here the proud Lillies riſe, to ſhade thy Brow. 


LVYVCIPDAS. 


Where'er ſhe roves, ye Winds, around her play ; 
Where'er ſhe treads, ye Flow'rs adorn her Way; 
From ſultry Suns, ye Groves, my Fair- one keep; 
Ye bubbling Fountains, murmur her to Sleep 


DAPHNIS. 


Come, Delia, come; till Delia bleſs theſe Seats, 

Hide me, ye Groves, within your dark Retreats ! 
In hollow Groans, ye Winds, around me blow! 

Ye bubbling Fountains, murmur to my Woe. 


LYCIiDAS. 


Aid me, ye Muſes, while I loud proclaim 
What Love inſpires, and ſing Belinda's Name: 
Waft it, ye Breezes, to the Hills around, 
And ſport, ye Echoes, with the favourite Sound. 
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DaPpHnnNis, 


Thy Name, my Delia, ſhall improve my Song, 
The pleaſing Labour of my raviſh'd Tongue; 
Her Name to Heav'n, propitious Zephyrs, bear, 
And breathe it to her kindred Angels there! 


LYCIDAS. 


But ſee ! the Night diſplays her ſtarry Train, 


Soft filver Dews impearl the glitt'ring Plain; 


An awful Horror fills the gloomy Woods, 


And bluiſh Wiſts riſe from the ſmoking Floods : 
Haſte, Daphnis, haſte, to fold thy woolly Care, 


And guard the Vounglings from th' unwholeſome 
Air, 


„„ 
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